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PREFACE. 



The success which has attended the 

publication of the series of which the 

Young Man's Own'feook was the first, has 

encouraged the author to add to it, firom 

time to time, such volumes as seemed to 

harmonize with the design of that work. 

A volume of extracts from the best poets 

in our language, selected with a special 

view to the formation of a correct taste in 

morals, as well as in poetry, seemed every 

way conformable with the original design 

of the series, and it is now submitted to 

the public. 

In making the selections, the author has 
been guided more by the specific character 
than the authorship of the pieces. Some 
authors are laid under large contribu- 
tions on account of the excellent tendency 
of their writings; while others, perhaps 
more celebrated, have furnished but a 
trifling contingent, on account of *iie difli- 
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TUl PREFACE. 

culty of finding passages of suitable length 
for extracts, which were entirely free from 
objection on the score of moral purity. 

It is not for the author to say how far 
he has succeeded in adapting this volume 
to the purpose of forming or modif3ring 
the poetical tastes and predilections of the 
class of readers for whom it is intended. 
One thing, however, is certain, that he has 
been governed in the preparation of this, 
as well as the preceding volumes of the 
series, by a prevailing desire to promote 
the best welfare of those for whose perusal 
they are designed. 

Pbhadklphia, June, 1835. 
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YOUNG MAN'S 
BOOK OF POETRY. 



MY OWN FIRESIDE. 

IcT otben seek for empty joyt, 

At baU, or concert, rout, or play ; 
Whilst, &r firom ftshion's idle none, 

Her gilded domes, and trappings gaj, 
I while the nvintry eve away<-~ 

Twixt book and lute, the horns divide; 
And marvel how I e'er could stray 

From thee-HOoy own Fireside! 

My own Fireside! Those simple words 

Can bid the sweetest dreams arise ; 
Awaken feeling's tenderest choids. 

And fill with tears of joy n^ ejres! 
What is tiiere my wild heart can prise* 

That doth not in thy s]^ere abide. 
Haunt of my home-fared sympathies^ 

My owxi'^-my own Fireside ! 

A gentle Ibim is near me now; 

A small white hbnd is dasp'd iAmine; 
I guB upon her fdacid brow, 

And sflk what joys can equal diine! 
A babe, whose beauty *s half divine, 

In sleep his mothers eyes doth hide ^^ 
Where may love seek a fitter shrine, 

lluui thou — my own Fireside ? 
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What care I for the sullen roar 

Of ^inds without, that ravage earth f 
It do^ but bid me prize the more, 

The shelter of thy hallow'd hearth }— 
To thouehts of qiiiet bliss give birth: 

Then let the churlish tempest chide. 
It cannot check the blameless mirth 

That glads my own Fireside ! 

My refuge ever from the storm 

Of this world's passion, strifis, and care; 
Though thunder-clouds the sky deform, 

Their fury cannot reach mo tliere. 
There all is cheerful, culm, and fair, 

Wrath, Malice, Envy, Strife, or Fnde, 
Hath never made its hated lair, 

By thee— my own Fireside ! 

Thy precincts are a charmed rin^, 

Where no harsh feeling dares mtrude ; 
Where life's vexations lose their sting , 

Where even crief is half subdued : 
And Peace, the lialcyon, loves to brood. 

Then, let the pampered fool deride, 
Illpay my debt of gratitude 

Tx) thee— my own Fireside! 

Sirine of my household deities ! 

Fair scene of home's unsullied joyi! 
To tiiee my burthen'd spirit flies. 

When fortime frowns, or care annoys: 
Thine is the bliss that never cloy* : 

The arilde whose truth hath ofi been tried. 
What, then, are this world's tiniel toyt 

To thee-Huy own Fireside! 

Ok, may the yearnings, fond and iweet, 
That bid my thougnta be all of thee, 

ThuB ever guide my wandering leet 
To thy heart-flootjiing sanctuary ! 
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Whate'er my fubire years raay be ; 

Let joy or grief my fute betide ; 
Be still an Eden briglit to me 

My own — my own Fiuii^ide! 

A. A. Watts. 



THE INDIAN HUNTER. 

When the summer harve«t was gaiher'd in, 

And the sheaf of the gleaner grew wtiitc and thin. 

And the ploughshare w as in il» i'lirrow left, 

Where the stubble land had been lately clefl, 

An Indian hunter, with unsirdiis; Ix^w, 

Look'd down where tiie valley jay siretch'd below. 

He was a stranger, aiid all that day 
Had been out un the hills a ))oril()us way, 
Kit the foot of the deer was far and fleet, 
And the wolf kept aloof from tlie hunter's feet, 
And bitter feelings pa^'d o'er liini then, 
As he stood by the populous haunts of men. 

The winds of Autumn came over the woods 
As the sun stole out from iheir solitudes. 
The moss was white on the maple's trmik. 
And dead from its arms the psde vine shrunk. 
And ripen'd the mellow fruit hung, and red 
Were the tree's wither'd leaves round it shed. 

The foot of the reaper moved slow on the lawn. 
And the sickle cut down the yellow com — 
The mower sung loud by the meadow side, 
Where the mists of evening were spreading wide. 
And the voice of the herrlsman came up the lea. 
And the dance went round by the greenwood tree. 

Tlwn the hunter tum'd away from that scene. 
Where the home of his fathers once had tieen, 

2 



18 TOUNO MAN^S 

And heard by the distant and measured stroke. 
That the woodman hevv'd down the giant oak. 
And burning thoughts flash'd o'er his mind, 
Of the white moirs foiiu and love unkind. 

The moon of the Imrvest grew high and bright. 
As her golden horn pierced ihn cloud of white— 
A footstep was heum in the rustling hniko. 
Where the beach o'er.^hadow'd the misty lake, 
And a mourning voice and a i>lnuuc from shore ; — 
And the hunter wud seen on the hiibi no more. 

^Vhen years had pnss'd on, by that Hlill Inkc-side 
The fisner look'd down tlin>ii!?li tlio silver tide. 
And there, on the sni'Kirh yellow 8und display 'd, 
A skeleton wuHtcd and wfi'to won laid, 
And 't was seen, as the waters moved deep and slow* 
That the hand was still grasping a hiuitcr s bow. 

11. W. LONOFELLOW. 



THE SHIP. 

Her mi}(ht3/ soils the breezes swell, 

And itist'she leaves the lessening land, 
And fn>ra the shore the last Hire well 

Is waved by miuiy a snowy hand; 
And weeping eyes are on the man, 

Until its verge she wanders * ,:; 
But, from that hour of parting jpoin. 

Oh! she was never heard oi iuoi*e! 

In her was many a mother's joy, 

And 1,^«'9 of many a weeping lair; 
Foi her was wafled, in its si^h, 

The lonely heart's uncteasing prayer; 
And oh ! the thoustmd hopes untolu 

Of ardent youth, that vessel bore; 
Say, were they quench'd in ocean o^d t 

For rtie was never heard of more ! 
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When on her wide and trackless path 

Of desolation, doom'd to flee, 
Say, sank she 'mid tlie blending wrath 

Of racking cloud and rolling sea ? 
Or, where the land but mocks the eye 

Went drifting on a fatal shore ? 
Vain guesses all! — Her destiny 

Is dark : — she ne'er was heard of more ! 

The moon hatli twelve times changed her form* 

From glowing orb to crescent wan ; 
'Mid skies of calm, and scowl of storm. 

Since from her port that ship hath gone ; 
But ocean keeps its secret well ; 

And though we know that all is o'er, 
No eye hath seen — no tongue can tell 

Her fate: — she ne'er was heard of more ! 

John Malcolmu 



STANZA& 

I REMEMBER, I remember 
The house where I was bom, 
The httle window where the sun 
Came peeping in, at mom; 
He never came a wink too soon, 
Nor brought too lon^ a day ; 
But now, I oflen wish the night 
Had borne my breath away! 

I remember, I remember 
The roses, red and white, 
The violets, and the lily cups — 
Those flowers made of li^ht; 
The lilacs, where the robuis built, 
And where my brother set 
The laburnum, on his birth^day/— 
The tree is living yet! 
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I remember, I remember 

Where 1 Was used to 8wiiifc> 

And thought the air would rush as finah 

To swallows (m the uing ; 

~-M y sjMrit flew in feathers, then. 

That is so heavy now, 

And the smnmer iiool could hardly oool 

The fever on my orow! 

I remember, I rempmber 

The fir trees, dark niid hicfh ; 

I used to think their slender spires 

Were clone a^iinst the sky ! 

It was a childish ignorance, — 

But now 'tis little joy 

To know I'm further off from heaven, 

Than when I y^ss a boy ! 

Hood. 



THE EAST INDIAMAN. 



How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The scarfed bark puui from her native boy, 
HukkM and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 
How like the prudUsal dotli she ruturn ; 
With over-weaihor'd ribtt, aud ragged lailt. 
Lean, rent, and beggared by the strumpet wind ! 

Merchant of FetUee, 



An anxious, lingering^, perilous voyage past, 
An India ship hail'd Aloion's land at last! 
Moor'd in the Downs, her mighty pinions close 
like some far flying bird that seeks repose; 
While, crowding on the deck, a hundred eyes 
Tum'd shoreward — flush'd with pleasure and surprisa 
That eve they anchor'd, ik>m the horizon's hem 
llie virgin Moon, as if to welcome them, 



BOOK OF FOETBT. 21 

Rase from her rest — but would no more reveal 
Than the faint outline of her palo profile : 
Though aoon (as maids forego their fears) she gave 
Her orbed brow to kiss the wanton wave : 
Till — Uke a scornful lover, ewoiln \^-ith pride, 
Because too loudly loved to be denied, 
The rude wave spuni'd hrr ofT! and raised that loud 
And an^nry blast that scream'd through sail and 

shroud, 
The livelong night on which my heart is dwelling. 
Meanwhile, the swarthy crew, each care dispelling^ 
Had sported thric« three summer suns away 
Since they had cast their anchor in that bay. 
O, none save Fortone's step-sons, doom'd to roam 
The deep, can prize a harbour and a home ! 
The temperate breeze their sun-bronzed temples 

blessing — 
A native shore the gladden 'd eve refreshing— 
The painted pinnace djmcing from the land 
Freighted with friends — the pressure of the hand 
Whose pulse throbs happy seconds — the warm gush 
Of blood into tlie check, as it would rush 
With the heart's welcome ere the tongue could half 
Perform its office — feeling's telegraph 1 
Irapassion'd smiles, and tears of mpture starting-— 
Oh, how unlike the tears which fell at parting ! 
And all were theirs — that good ship's gallant crew— 
As though each jov which absence render'd due 
Were paid in one bright moment : such are known 
To those long sever'u, loving, loved, alone ! 

A goiveons freight that broad-sail'd vessel bore— 
The Uazing diamonds and the blushing ore ; 
Spicee that sigh'd their incense, till the sails 
Were fann'd along on aromatic gales 
from Orient lands. Then marvel not if he 
Who there is Chief should look exultingly 
Buck on the storms he bafTIcd, and shoma know 
The bosom's warmest wildest overflow 



22 ToiJNO man's 

While gpzing on the land which laugh'd befbro 

him! 
The smooth sea round — ^the bine pavilion o'er him! 
Yet felt he more than ever spmng from these, 
For love demanded deeper av-mpnthiea ; 
And lonif m lonely bower had sigli'd for him 
A fond lair Bride, whose uif'anl rhernbim 
Oft Bpirit-olonded from its pl:ivtbinc« rrept. 
To weep beside its niolher wliile she wept. 
But O, tney met at leuctli I And such sweet dayt 
Already proved as leave a li.cht that nla}'8 
l'ix)n the memory when their warmth is gone. 
The foimt thus treasures sunbeams, and shines on 
Tlirough dusk and darkness. Like some happy 

mother, 
Joy marked ihe hours pursuing one another — 
A 'wreath of buoyant angels I Vet as 1 hey 
Wheel'd laughiiig round, ofi sighd, to make them 

stay! 

This was a day of banqueting on boanl ; 

And swan-wiiig'd barks, and barges many-oar*d, 

Came crowdeii to ihe feast Th(? young — the gay— 

Tlie beautiful — were there. Right merrily 

The plftJiflure-lK)at8 glide onward; — with swift |Nrow 

The clear wave curling, till annmd each bow, 

With fre(]uent flash, the bright and feathery spray 

Threw miuiic miulx>vvs at the sun in play. 

The ship is uon, the silken chair is lower'd— 

Exulting Youth and Beauty l)ound on boani; 

And, while they wonderini? gaze on sail and shroud,- 

The flag (laps o cr them like a crimson cloud. 

Yoimg Pleasure kiss'd each heart! From Persia's 

loom 
An ample awning spread its purple bloom 
To canopy the quests ; and vases, wreath 'd 
With deejvhued flowers and foliage, sweetly breathed 
Their incense, fresh as zephyrs when they rove 
Among tlie blossoms of a cilxon grove ; 
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Sc^ sounds — (invistbie spirits on the wing)— 

Were heard and felt around them hovering ; — 

In short, some magic seem'd to sway the hour, 

The wand-struck deck becomes an orient bower! 

A very wilderness of blushing roses, 

Just such as Love would choose when he reposei. 

The pendent orange fn)m a lush of leaves, 

Hangs like Hesperian gold ; and, tied in sheaves. 

Carnations prop their triple coronals; 

The grape, out-peeping from ihick ibliage, felli 

Like cluster'd amethysts in deep festoons; 

A^d shells are scatteV'd rotmd which Indian moons 

Had sheeted with the silver of their beams ; 

But O, what, more than all, the scene beseems. 

Fair, faultless forms, glide there with wing-like 

motion ! — 
Bright as young Peris rising from the ocean! 

Eve darken'd down — and yet they were not gone ; 
The sky had changed, — the sudden storm came on! 
One waved on high a ruby sparkling bowl — 
(Youth, passion, wine, ran riot in his soul) — 
"Fill to the brim," he cried, "let others peer 
Their doubtful path to heaven ; — my heaven is here! 
This hour is mine, and who can dash its bliss 7 
Fate dare not darken siich an hour as this I" 
Then stopp'd to quaff; — but (as a charm were 

thrown) 
His hand, his lips, grew motionless as stone ; 
His drunkermess of heart no more deceives — 
The tiiimder growls, the surge-smote vessel heaves ; 
And while aghast he stared, a hunying squall 
Rent the wide awning, and discover'd all ! 
Across their eyes the hissing lightning blazed — 
The black wave burst beside them as they gazed ; 
And dizzily the thick surf scatier'd o'er them ; 
And dim and distant loom'd the land before them; 
No longer firm — th' eternal hills did leave 
Their solid rest, and neaved, or sceut u to heavo. 



24 YoiTNG man's 

O, 'twoB an a\^iiil iiionient! — ^ior the crew 
Had nuBhly, di'cply dniiik, whilo yet they knew 
No ruling eye \nuk oh thrni — and tjecume 
Wild as the tcni|)OKt! IVril could not tame — 
Nay, Rtirr'd ihoir hnital hrurUi lo more cxcew ; 
Round the de8erte<l bamiiiot-lworrl ihey futew, 
like men tmnMfonii'd to I'loivln, with oath and yell ! 
And many do<Mn'd the sou U-ss tf*rriblc 
Then numiacK llrrfcly ri]>j» Utr till, or anglit, 
Tlmt ever flai*h'(l unon a dos|X)mto thouirht ! 
Strange laughter mingled with the Hhriek and 

gpoan— 
Nor woman shrnnk. nor woman went alono. 
Some, as a lH)lt had puiott; them, lell ; — and same 
Stared haggard wild : — dismay had Rtruck them 

dumb. 
There were of firmer nerve, or fiercer east, 
Wlio 8«)wrd defiance hnck \\\Hm the bluHt — 
Half scorning in their huughty houIs to lie 
lliiifl pent and bufleted. Anil lemh'rly. 
Even then, to mnnlv henriH IJiir ihnut* \\err drawn, 
Whoae virgin eyes hiid never shed their dawn 
Ik»fi)re-H9oi\, bettutifully shv — to (lush 
A lover's Iiojms but as the dove will rush 
Into the Bch(K)l-lK)y'H Ntsom, to elndo 
The swooping goshawk — \N(>nian, thus sulxluod, 
Will cling to those she shtu)n\l in lighter mood — 
The soul confess emotions but conceard — 
Pure, glowhig, deep, though hngeringly reveaVd ; 
That true chameleon which imbi)K>s the tone 
Of every passion hue she ]*auses on I 
O, 'tis the check thiit "s fiil.-e — so subtly taught, 
It takes not of its colour (r>>m the thought; 
But like volcanic mountains vcil'd in snow, 
Hides the heart's lava, while it works below! 

And there were two who love<l, but never told 
Their love to one anotlier: years hml roll'd 
Since nasskm touch'd them with its purple wing, 
Thongii still their )«outh was in its blossoming. 
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Iv of «m], 88 riches were denied, 

aeem'd it mean to woo a wealthy bride ; 

d (lor her tears were secret) coldly she 

eath'd her pale brow in maiden oignity ; 

I each had caught the other's eye reposing, 

d, &r 88 looks disclose, the truth disclosing; 

i when they met, pride check'd the soul 8 waim 

sigh, 
d fivne the melting spirit of the eye : — 
Mide in vulgar hearts that never shone. 
d thus they loved, and silently loved on ; 
t this was not a moment when the head 
ild iride with the heart! The cloud that spread 
chilling veil between them, now had past— 
> long awaking-^but they woke at last! 
rush'd where clung the fainting fair one — sought 
aootlie with hopes he felt not, cherish 'd not ; 
d while in passionate support he pressed, 
i raised her eyes — then swiftly on his hressit 
I her blonch'a cheek— as if resigned to share 
e worst with him; — ^nay, die contented there! 
Bt silent act wns fondly eloquent; 
d to the youth's deep soul, like lightning, sent 
|[leam of*^ rapture — exquisite yet brief, 
his (poor wretch !) that ia the grave of grief 
3ls Fortune's sun burst on him, and looni up 
th hope to heaven — ^fbr^etful of the cup, 
e deadly cup his shivenng hand yet strain'd — 
lot heart-pan^ reminds him — it is drain'd ! 
my witb woras ! for when had true love ever 
lappy star to bless it? — Never, never ! 
d on, the brightest afler-smile of Fate 
mt a sad reprieve, which comes — too late! 

e riot shout peal'd on ; — ^but deep distress 
d sunk all else in utter hopelessness ! 
B mark'd the strife of frenzy and despair — 
e most concem'd, and yet the calmest there ; 
bitterness of soul beheld his crew — 
should have known tliem, and he thought he 
knew; 
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The blood-hoiind on the Irnsh may fawn, obey — 
He'll tear thee, shoukUt thou cntw liiiii at liu jjurey 
Oiie only trii8t 8urviv(>H, a doiibilul one — 
But O, how cheriHh'd, every oihor gone! 
" While hold our rabloH, fear noi !" — \» he Rpoke, 
A Rea bunt o'er them, iiud iheir cnbleH broke! 
Then like a lion Ixjundin^; fntiii ihe (oil, 
The 8hip alvA ihn)ugh iho hillow'rt blu4'k reeoil ; 
IJrjU'd by llie howling bitiHl — iill tjuidaiu'e gone— 
They Hhiiddehug ioll her n-cliiig, rMwhinj; on — 
^'or dared to question where; nor dar(>d to cant 
One lUiking look — lor Uial might l>o their last! 

What frowns no sleep in fn)n; — » elKf/ a rook? 
The gnmning vchsi'I staggent in the nhoi-k! 
The last .ihriek ringu. 

I lurk! whence that voice they hear 
liond o'er the rushing wut(>rs — loud and nearf 
Ahui! they dreum! — 'tifl but the ocean nmr! — 
Oh no I it eclioes fn)m the swarming shore! 
Kind Heaven, thy hand won ttiere. With swelling 

bound 
The vasl waves heaved the giant liull ugrotmd; 
And, ebbing with the turning tide, be(*utue, 
liikc dying monsters, iuijiotent an(l tanu:; 
WedgtKl in the wind their chafing can no more 
Than lave !ier sides, and dciuien with tlie nmr 
The cIami)rous burst c*l' joy. Hiit some th<»re wore 
Whf»e ioy W51S vi>icci<?ss »«< their hue dcsjmir — 
Whuse heavenward eyes, clusp'd luinds, and Htreum- 

ing checks, 
Did 8})eak a langiuige which the lip ne'er K})eak8! 
O, he were heart lews, in that uiissionuie hour. 
Who eould not f(>el tliat weakness haih its power, 
When gentle woman, sobbing and sulxlued, 
Breathed ibrtli her vow of holy gnitiiude, 
Warm as the contrite Mary's, when — li>rgiven— 
An angel imiled, recording it in heaven ! 

Anon 
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CHRISTIAN LIBERTY. 

He is &e freeman whom the truth makes free, 

Aad all are slaves beside. There 's not a chain 

That hellish foes confederate for his harm 

Can wind around him, but he casts it off 

With as much ease as Samson his green withea. 

He looks abrcNaul into the varied field 

Of nature ; and though poor, perhaps, compared 

With those whose mansions glitter m his sight, 

Calls the delightful scenery ail his own. 

His are the mountauis, and the valleys his. 

And the resplendent rivers, llis lo er\joy 

With a propriety that none can feel, 

&it who, with iihal coniidence inspired, 

Can liil to Heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 

And smiling say — '• My faiher made them all !'* 

Ajne U^ey not his by a pecuhar rigiit, 

And by an emj^asis of interest liis. 

Whose eyes they hll with tears of holy joy. 

Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 

With worthy thoughts of that imwearied love 

That plann'd and built, and still upholds, a world 

So clothed vnth beauty, for rebeihous man ? 

Yes, ve may till your gamers, ye that reap 

The IcMuled soil, and ye may waste much good 

In senseless riot ; but ye will not find 

In feast, or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like his, who, unimpeach'd 

Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong. 

Appropriates nature as liis Father's work, 

And has a richer use of your's than you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 

Of no mean city, plann'd or e'er the hills 

Were built, the foimtains open'd, or the sea 

With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in every state ; 

And no condition of this changeful hfe. 

So manifold in cares, whose every day 

Brings its own evil with it, makes it less ; 
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'll ■' y For he has wingi that neither sicknesi, pain, 

•i., i I . Nor penury con cripple or confine ; 

ikr f No nook so narrow out he spreadB them there 

'|i r With ease, and is at large. The op|M%8Bor hole 

•j|^ i\ His body bomid; but knows not what a ranga 

\t.[ gi His spint takes, unconscious of a chain; 

' ' I' And that to bind him is a vain attempt, 

Y Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwell 

{\ Acquaint thyself with God, if thou wouldst tai 

Ills works. ' Admitted onc^e to his emlvace, 
;^i Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blind befbi 

Thine eye Hliail be iiiHtnicted ; and thine heart 
Miide pure Hhall relinh with divine dcUght, 
Till then uiifelt, wiiat hands divine have wro^ 
! \U Brutes gmzc the mountniii top with faces prua 

[j"i And oye« intent uixm the scanty herb 

V ';,; It yields them ,- or, re('uml)cnt on its brow» 

I :, ■ Ruminate, heedless of the wene outspread 

I ! ' Beneath, beyond, and stretcliing &r away, 

■:■:,,] From inland regions to the distant main. 

Man views it and atlmiroH, but rests content 
With what he views. I'ho laiMlHcapo has his ] 
But not its Author. Unconceni'd who ibnn'd 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such ; 
And, such well-pleased to fiiul it, asks do Toore 
Not so the mind that has been touched from He 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read his wonders, m whose thought the wo 
Fair as it is, existed ere it was. 
Not for its own sake merely, but for his 
Much more who fiishion'd it, he gives it inraiae: 
Praise that from earth resulting, as it oumt, 
To eartli's acknowledged sovereign, fin& at cm 
Its only iust proprietor in Him. 
: f'l The soul that sees him, or receives sublimed 

i-\i \ New faculties, or leanis at least to employ 

■fr^lr I More worthily the (lowers she own'd before, 

r y THscems in all things what, with stunid gaxe 

{■,*■ ] Of ignorance, till tlieu she overlook'u. 
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of heavenly light, gilding all fonoB 
atrial, in the vast and the minute, 
Bnamfaiguoufl fimtsteps of the God * 

gives its lustre to an insect's wing, 
wheeJe his thrcme upon the rollii^ worlds. 
I ccmveraant with Heaven, she often holds 
those &ir ministers of light to man, 
nightly fill the skies with silent pomp, 
t conwrence ! inquires what strauis were they 
which Heaven rang, when every star, in haste 
atulate the new-ereated earth, 
fiMth a voice, and all the sons of C!od 
:ed for joy. — "Tell me, ye shining hosts, 
navigate a sea that knows no storms, 
ith a vault unsullied with a cloud, 
m your elevation, whence ye view 
ictfy scenes invisible to man, 
ijrstema, of whose birth no tidings yet 
reach'd this netlier world, ye spy a race 
ar'd as ours, transgressors from ^e womb, 
liasting to a grave, yet doora'd to rise, 
to possess a lighter heaven than yours ? 
le who, long detain'd on foreign shores, 
I to return, and when he sees afar 
ountry's weather-bleach'd and batter'd rocks 
Uie ^reen wave emerging, darts an eye 
int with joy towards the happy land ; 
with, animated hopes behold, 
many an aching wish, your beamy fires, 
lAiow like beacons in the blue abyss, 
n'd to guide th' embodied spirit home, 
toilsome life to never-ending rest 
kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 
rive assurance of their own succ^s, 
£at, infused finom heaven, must thither tend." 

sds he Nature, whom the lamp of truth 
inatos : thy lamp, mysterious Word ! 
h whoso sees no longer wanders lost, 
intellect bemazed, in endless doubt. 
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But ranfi the road of wisdom. Thoa halt built 

With means that were not, till by thee empk^d, 

Worlds that had never been, haost thou in ■trength 

Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 

They are thy witnesses, who speak thy power 

And goodness infinite, but speak in ears 

That hoar not, or receive not, their report. 

In vain thy creatures testily to thee. 

Till thou proclaim th\'Soir. Theirs is indeed 

A teachitipr voice ; but 't is the praise of thine, 

Ttiat whom it teac^hes it makes prompt to ieam. 

And with the boon gives talents fur its use. 

Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 

Possess tlie heart, and fiiblcs false as hell, 

Yet dciom'd oracular, lurc down to death 

The uninform'd and heedless souls of men. 

We give to chance, blind chance, ourselves as blind* 

The glory of thy work, which yet appears 

Perfect and unimpeachable of blame. 

Challenging human scrutiny, mid proved 

Then skilful most when most severely judged 

But chance is not; or is not where thou reign'st: 

Thy providence Ibrbids that fickle power 

(}f power she be, that works but to confound) 

To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refusing while we can 

Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 

Go<ls such as guilt makes welcoiHe, gods that ileep^ 

Or disregard oiu* follies, or that sit 

Amu0od spectators of ihia bustling stage. 

Thee we reject, unable to abide 

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, 

Made such by tnee, we love thee fi)r that cause. 

For which we shunn'd and hated thee before. 

Then we are free : then liberty, like day, 

Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from neaven 

Fires all the faculties with elorious joy. 

A voice is heard, that mortu ears hear not 

Till ^ou hast touch'd them ; 'tis the voice of long— 

A loud Hoeanna sent finom all thy wortn, 
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Which he that hears it with a shout repMtBy 
And adds his rapture to the general praise. 
In that Uest moment Nature, throwing wide 
Ifer veil opaque, discloses with a smile 
Ttie author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 
IriDU art the source and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of rest, eternal Word ! 
From thee ac parting they are lost, and rove 
At random, witiiout honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that soothes the life of man. 
His high endeavour, and his glad success. 
His fltreiigth to suiler, and his will to serve. 
B«it O, thou bounteous Giver of all good. 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown! 
Give what thou canst, without thee we are poor; 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 

COWPER. 



THE LAWYER'S FAREWELL TO HIS MUSE. 

As by some tyrant*s stem command 
. A wretch forsakes his native land, 
In foreign chmes condemned to roam 
An endless exile from his home ; 
Pensive he treads the distant way, 
And dreads to go, nor dares to stay ; 
Till on some neighbouring mountain's brow 
He stops, and turns his eyes below ; 
"Rien, melting at the well-known view. 
Drops a last tear, and bids adieu ; 
So I, thus doom'd from thee to pert, 
Gay Queen of Fancy and of Art, 
Renictant move, with doubtful mind. 
Oft stop and oilen look behind. 

Companion of my tender age, 
Serenely gay, and sweetly sage. 
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How blithesome were we wont to rove 

By verdant hill or shady grove, 

Where fervent bees, with humming voioe* 

Around the honey 'd oak rejoice, 

And aged elms with awful bend 

In Ixmg cathedral walks extend! 

Lull'd by the lapse of gliding floods, 

Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods. 

How bless d my days, my thoughts how fi«e. 

In sweet society with thee! 

Then all was joyous, all was young, 

And years unhceiled roil'd along; 

But now the pleasing dream is o'or, 

Those scenes must cnarm me now no more ; 

Lost to the fields, and torn from you, — 

Farewell ! — a long, a last adieu. 

Me wrangling courts, and stubborn law, 
To smoke, and crowds, and cities, draw : 
There selfish faction rules the day. 
And pride and avarice throng the way ; 
Diseases taint the murky air. 
And midniffht confiagmllons glare ; 
Loose reveuy and riot bold, 
In friffhted streets their orgies hold ; 
Or, where in silence all is drowned, 
Fell Murder walks his lonely roimd ; 
No room for peace, no room for you, 
Adieu, celestial nymph, adieu ! 

Shakspeare no more, thy sylvan son, 

Nor all the art of Addison, 

Pope's heaven-strung lyre, nor Waller's ease, 

Nor Milton's mighty self, must please ; 

Instead of thee, a formal band 

In furs and coifs around me stand ; 

With sounds uncouth and accents dry, 

That grate the soul of harmony : 

Each pedant sage unlocks his store 

Of mystic, dark, discordant lore ; 
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And pointi with tottering hand the wiyi 
That lead me to the thorny maae. 

There, in a winding close retreat, 
U justice doom'd to fix her seat; 
There, fenced by bulwarks of die law. 
She keeps the wondering worid in awe ; 
And there, fifom vulgar sight retired. 
Like eastern queens, is more admired. 

O let me perce the secret shade 
Wliere dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with reverend awa^ 
The guardian of Britannia's law; 
Unfoui with joy her sacred page, 
Th' united boast of many an age ; 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appeart 
The wisdom of a thousand years. 

4 

In that pure spring the bottom view. 
Clear, deep, and regularly true ; 
And other doctrines thence imbibe, 
Than lurk within the sordid scribe ; * 
Observe how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countless wheels distincdy tend. 
By various laws, to one ^reat end : 
While mighty Alfred's piercing soul 
Pervades ana regulates the whole. 

Then welcome buainesB, weloome atrifi^ 
Welcome the cares, the tfaonu, of liii^ 
The viM^e wan, the purblind npA, 
The toil by day, the lamp at ni^t. 
The tedious forms, the solemil prate. 
The pert dispute, the dull debiae» 
The drowsy bench, the babUing HaII» 
For Ihee, niir Justice, welcome all ! 
Thus, though my noon of life be paaW 
Yet let my setting sun, at last, 
3 
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Find out the itill, the rural c«1lp 
Where sage Retirement loves to dwell! 
There let me taste the homefelt bUai 
Of innocence and inwani peace; 
Untainted by the (Oi^l^ bnbe, 
UncuTwd amid the hairpy tribe ; 
No (Mrphan't cry to wound my ear; 
My honour ana my conscience clear; 
Thus may I calmljr meet my end, 
Thus to the gmve in peace defend. 

Blackstonb. 



' ON THE FALLEN CONDITION OF GREECE. 

*' Eternal powers! what ruins from a&r 

MariL the lell track of desolating war! 

1 Here Art and Commerce, with auspicious reign, 

Once breathed sweet influence on the happy plain! 
While o*er the lawn, with dnnce and festive songr 
Young Pleasure led the jocund hours along. 
In gay luxuriance Ceres too was seen 
To crown the valleys with eienial green. 
For wealth, for val('mr, courted and revered. 
What Albion is, fair Candia then appear'd. — 
Ah ! who the flight of ages can revoke ? 
The free-bom spirit of her sons is broke ; 
They how to Ottoman's imperious yoke ! 
No fonger fame Uie drooping heart' inspires. 
For rnoe opprossitm quench d its genial iires. 
But still her lieids, with golden Imrvests crown'd. 
Supply the barren shores of Greece around. 
Woat pale distress afflicts those wreir:hed islee! 
There nope nei'eT dawns, and pleasure never smiles. 
The vassal wretch obsequious drags iiis chain. 
And bean hit &miah'd babes lament in Tain. 
These eyes have seen the dull reluctant soil 
A seventh year scorn the weury labourer's toil. 
No blooming Venus, on the d(>seri sliore, 
Now views, with thumph, capiivu gods adore. 
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No lovely Helens now, with fiital channa, 
Call fortn th' avengme chiefs of Greece to anna. 
No &ir Pecelopes enchant the eye. 
For whom contending kings are proud to die. 
Here sull^i beauty shedB a twilight ray, 
While sorrow bids her venal bloom decay. 
Those channs, so long renownM in classic strains, 
Had dimly shone on Albion's happier plains ! 

Falconex. 



TRUE ELOQUENCE. 

Power above powers ! O heavenly eloquence ! 
That with die strong reign of commanding words, 
Dost manage, guide, and master th' eminence 
Of men's aflections, more than all their swords ! 
Shall we not ofier to thy excellence 
The richest treasure that onr wit afibrdsf 
Thou that canst do much more with one pen, 
Than all the powers of princes can efiect ; 
And draw, divert, dispose, and fashi(»i mien. 
Better than force or ngour can direct ! 
Should we this ornament of glory then, 
As th' unmaterial fruits of shades neglect? 

Daniel. 



FALSE ELOQUENCE. 

But when he {deased to show't, his speech. 

In loftiness of sonvd, was rich ; 

A Babylmiish dialect. 

Which learned pedants much aflect 

It was a perty-colour'd dress. 

Of patch^ and pye-ball'd languages : 

T was English cut on Greek and Latin, 

like fustian heretofore on satin. 

BUTLKE. 
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ENGLAND. 



EIngland, with all thy fiiultA, I love thee still, 

My country, and 'M'hilo yet a nnok is left 

Wnere English namcfi and manners may be found. 

Shall be constroin'd to love thee. Though thy climtf 

Be fickle, and thy year, most part, deform'd 

With dripping rains, or withered by a frost, 

I would not yet exchange tliy sullen skies 

And fields without a ilowor. Tor warmer Franca 

With all her vinoH ; nor for Auwnia s groves 

Of golden fruitage and her myrde bowers. 

Thee therefore still, biumc- worthy as thou art, 
With fdl thy Iohh of empire, and though squeOTed 
By public exigonco, till annual food 
Falls for the craving hunger of the state, 
Thee I account still happy, and the cliief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free ! 
My native nook of earth. 

Cowpmu 



THE SAJME SUBJECT. 

•* England, with all thy faults, I love thee still,'' 

I said at Calais, and have not forgot it; 

I like to speak and lubricnte my fill; 

I like the govenimc^nt (but tliat is not it ; ) 

I like the freo<lom of the press and quill ; 

I like the "Halteas Corvus" (when we've got it> 

I like a purliamenlar\' uebato. 

Particularly when 't is not too late ; 

I like tlie taxen, when they 're not too many i 

I like a sea-coal fire, when not too dear; 

I like a iKM^f^tcak, too, as well as any ; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer ; 

I like the weather, when it is not rainy. 

That is, I like t>%'0 months of every year. 
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And m, God save the regent, church and Idiig! 
Which meaiui that I like all and eveiy thing. 
Oar standing army, and disbanded seamen, 
Pocr's rates, refbrm, my own, the nation's debl^ 
Our htde liotB jnst to snow we 're freemen. 
Our trifling bankruptcies in the gazette, 
Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women. 
All these I can forgive, and those for^^et, 
And gready venerate our recent glories, 
And wish they were not owing to the tories. 

Bteon. 



HONOUR. 



Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignil^. 
O, that estates, degrees, and offices. 
Were not derived corruptly ! and that dear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then idbiould cover, that stand bare f 
How many be commanded that command ? 
How much low peasantry would then be glean'd 
From the true seat of honour ? and how much honour 
Pick'd fiom tibe chaff and ruin of the times. 
To be new vamish'd- 

Shakspeakx. 



THE JUGGLERS. 

A Juggler long through all the Town, 
Had raised his fortune and renown ; 
You 'd think {so far his art transcends,) 
The devil at his fingers' ends. 

Vice heard his fame, she read his bill ; 
Convinced of his inferior skill, 
She sought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defied the man of art aloud. 
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XAX'S 



b thii dien he ao Euaed Ibrdeiglitf 



HCaa this sl^w boncler cfa«at rour lichtt 
^^.- Dam he with me dispute the phie I 

4 if I leave it to impartial ere*." 

; fi Provoked, the Jnnier cned. ** T it done ; 

In icience I nibaut lu Done.** 



Thus waidt the raps and balb he phy'd, 
*:.^ Bv tunv this here, that there, convey'd. 

TIm cards, obedient to hm Wi-wds, 
Are by a fillip tuni'd to birds. 
His little boxes change the i^rain ; 
Trick after trick deludes thie train. 
He shakes his bar. he 8ho^%-s alt fair ; 
His fingere spread, and nothing there : 
Then bids it rain \vith showers of gold ; 
And now his ivory ecrgs are told ! 
But when from iHenc-e the hen he draws. 
Amazed spectators hum applause. 

. f Vice now stepped forth, and took the place* 

I'i With all the forms of his grimace 

** This magic looking-glass (she cries), 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyea. 
Karh eager eye the sight desired, 
And every man himself admired. 

is- *. 

J |A Next to a senator addressing, 

^ ^ " See this bank-note ;— observe the blessing 

Breathe on the bill. Iley, pass ! Tis gone." 

Upon luH lips a padlock shone. 

A Re(M)nd puff tlie magic broke ; 

The padlock vanish'd, and he spoke. 



, V ( Twelve bottles ranged upon the board 

' ^'{, All full with heady liauor stored, 

I'll' By clean conveyance uisappear, 

li "S And now two bloody swonls are dieret 

\ *■} A purse she to a thief exposed ; 

:; 1 At once his ready fingers dosed. 

,'iiiT 
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He opes his ftit, die treasure i fled, 
He sees a halter in its stead. 

%e bids Ambitinn hold a wand ; 
He grasps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity she sho^^ ; 
Blow here; and a churchwardmi bkrwi. 
T IS vanish d with conveyance neat, 
And on the table smokes a treat 

She shakes the dice, the board she knodn, 
And from all pockets iills her box. 

A oomiter in a miser's hand 
Grew twenty guineas at ccHumand ; 
She Inds his heir the sum retain, 
And 't is a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you see 
Take every shape but Charity ; 
And not one thing you saw or drew, 
But changed from what was first in view. 

The Ju||gler now, in grief of heart. 
With this submission own'd her art ; 

''Can I such matchless sleight withstand t 
How practice hath improved 3rour hand! 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You every day, and all day long." 



Gat. 



A FOX HUNT, 



.... Ere yet the morning peep^ 
Or stars retire from the first blui^ of day, 
With thy far-echoing voice alarm thy pack. 
And rouse thy bold compeers. Then to the 00|IM^ 
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Thick with enliiBgling grass, or prickly ftirze. 
With silence lead thy many-oolour'd hounds, 
111 all their beauty's pride. See ! how they 
Disponed, how busily this way, and ^at, 
Thev cross, eiajnining with curious nose 
Eacn likely haunt. Uark ! on the drag I hear 
Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry 
More nobly iiill, and swell'd with every mouth. 
As stragglmjs curmi^> ^^ ^^^ trumpet's voice, 
Press to their standard ; hither all repair, 
And hurry through the woodn ; with hasty step 
Rustling, and full of hope ; now driven on heaps 
They push, they strive ; wliile from his kennel tnea 
The conscious villain. See! he skulks along, 
Sleek at the shepherd's cost, and plump with meaJ 
Purloin'd. So thrive the wicked nere below. 
Though high his brush he bear, though tif^'d wi 

white. 
It gaily shine ; yet ere the sun declined 
Recall the shades of night, tlie pamper'd rogue 
Shall rue his fate reversed ; ana at nis heels 
Behold the just avenger, swifl to seize 
Ilis forfeit head, and thirsting ibr his blood. 

And now 
In vain each earth he tries, the doors are barr'd 
Impreg^ble, nor is the covert safe; 
He pants ibr purer air. Ilark! what loud shouts 
Re-echo through the groves ! he breaks av^y. 
Shrill horns proclaim his flight. Each slraggUi 

hound 
Strains o'er the lavtni to reach the distant pack. 
Tis triumph all and ioy. Now, my brave jrouths, 
Now give a loose to the clean generous steed ; 
Flourish the whip, nor simre the galling spur ; 
But, in the madness of delight, forget 
Your fears. Far o'er the n)oky hills we range. 
And dangerous our course ; but in the brave 
True courage never fhils. In vain the stream 
In fi)amin^ eddies whirls ; in vain the ditch, 
Wide gaping, threatens doath. The craggy steeps 



iii!i 
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sre the poor dizzy shepherd crawls with cure» 
cling! to every twig, gives us no pain ; 
down we sweep, as stoops the falcon bold 
■ounce his prey. Then up th' opponent hill, 
be swiiWnotion slung, we mount aloft: 
lips in winter-seas now sliding sink 
wn the steepy wave, then, toss'd on high, 
on the billows, and defy the storm. 
It lengths we pass! where will the wandering 

chi»e 
I us bewildered ! smooth as swallows skim 
new-flhom mead, and for more swift, we fly. 
my bmve pock ; how to the head they jncss, 
ing in close array, then more diffuse 
]aelr wheel, while from their opening mouths 
vallied thunder breaks. So when the cranes 
I annual vc^ge steer, with wanton wing 
ir figure oft they change, and their loud dang 
1 cloud to cloud rebounds. How far behind 
hunter-crew, wide-straggling o'er the plain ! 
panting courser now with trembling nerves 
Rs to reel ; urged by the goring spur, 
es many a faint efibrt : he snorts, he feams, 
iMg round drops ran trickling down his sides, 
i sweat and blood distain'd. Look back and view 
strange confusion of the vale below, 
ire sour vexation reigns; see yon poor jade, 
iin th' impatient rider frets and swears ; 
I galling spurs harrows his mangled sides ; 
an no more : his stiff unpliant hmbs 
ed in eardi, unmoved and fix'd he stands, 
svery cruel curse returns a groan, 
sobs, and fiiints, and dies. Who without grief 
view that pamper'd steed, his master's joy, 
ninion, ana his daily care, well clothed, 
I fed with every nicer cate ; no cost, 
abour spared ; who, when ^e flying ohase 
e ijrom the copse, without a rival led 
numerous train : now a sad spectacle 
ride brought low, and humble insolence 
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Drove like a parmier'd aw, and Hconrged along. 
While these, with loosen'd reins and dangling heeb, 
lian^ en their reeling palireys, tliat scarce bMr 
Their weis^htn : another in the treacherous hog 
Lies floundering half engulf 'd. What biting thooghti 
Torment th* ubKuidon'd cmw ! Old age laments 
His vigour spent : the tall, plump brawny urouth 
Curses his cumboruus bulk; and envies now 
The short pygmenn race, he whilom kenn'd 
With proud'iiisulting leer. A chosen few 
Alone the Sjx>rt enjoy, nor dn)op beneath 
Their pleasing toils. Here, hunlsman, frcMn this height 
Observe yon birds of prey ; if 1 can judge, 
"Tis there the villain lurKs: they hover round, 
And claun him as their own. Was I not right? 
Ke« ! ^ere ho crootm along ; his brush he drags, 
And sweeps the mire impure ; from his wide jaws, 
Hid tongue uiuuoislcu'd Imiigs; symptoms too sure 
Of sudden death, f la ! yet ho flies, nor yields 
To black despair. But one loose more, and all 
Tils wiios are vain. Hark! through yon villofire now 
The rattling clamour rings. The banis, the cots. 
And lealless elms, return the joyous sounds. 
Through every homestall, and through every yard, 
His midnight walks, puiting ibrlom, he flies ; 
Through every hole he sneaks, through every jakes 
Plunging tie waiies besmear'd, and fondly hopes 
In a superior stench to lose his own : 
But, faithful to the track, th' unerring hounds 
With peals of echoing venseance close pursue. 
And now distress'd, no sheltering covert near. 
Into the hen-roost creeps, whose walls, with gore 
IHstain'd, attest his guilt, lliere, villain, there 
Expect tliy fate deserved. And soon from thence 
The pack inijuisitive, wi^ clamour loud, 
Drag out theur trembling prize ; and on his blood 
Wim greedy transport least. In bolder notes 
Each soundmg horn proclaims the felon dead : 
And all th' assembled village shouts for joy. 
The fiumar, who beholds his mortal foe 
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Stietdi'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
And gratefoi calls us to a short repast: 
In die full glass the liquid amber smiles, 
Ov aative product And his good old mate 
Wi& dioicest viands heaps die hberal board, 
Td down our triumphs, and reward our toils. 

SOMXRTILLK. 



THE DANGEROUS EPPECTS OP PANCY. 

Wok to the youth, whom Fancy gains. 
Winning firom reasim's hand the reins, 
I^ and woe ! for such a mind 
Is soft, GfHitemF^tive, and kind ; 
And woe to those who train such youth. 
And spare to press tho rights of truth. 
The inind to strengthen and anneal. 
While on the stithv glows the steel ! 
teach him, while your lessons last, 
To judge the present by the past ; 
Remind him of each wish pursued, 
Ifow rich it glow'd with promised good ; 
Remind hhn of each wish enjoy'd, 
How soon his hopes possession cloy'd ! 
Tell him, we play unequal game. 
Whene'er we shoot by Fancy's aim ; 
And, ere he strip him for his race. 
Show the conditions of the chase. 
Two sisters by the goal are set, 
Cold Disappomtment and Regret; 
One disenchants die winner's eyes. 
And stripe of all its worth the [oize, 
While one augments its gaudy show, 
More to enhance the loser's woe. 
The victor sees his fairy gold 
Tmnsform'd, when won, to dross]^ mould ; 
But still the vanouish'd mourns his loss. 
And rues, as gold, that glitt^ing dross. 

Scott. 
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THE DOWNFALL OF POLAND. 

Oh! sacred Truth ! thy triumph ceased a 'while* 
And Hope, thy sister, ceoHcd with thee to smile. 
When leagued Oppression {wur'd to Northern wan 
Her whisker'd paiuiours and her fierce hussars. 
Waved her dread standard to the breeze of mom, 
Peal'd her loud drum, and twanged her trumpet 

horn; 
Tumultuous horror brooded o'er her van. 
Presaging wrath to Poland — and to man ! 

Warsaw's last champion from her heicht surveyed. 
Wide o'er the fichlH, n wnsfo of ruin laid, — 
Oh ! Heaven ! he criod, my blooding country save !— 
Is there no hand on high to shield the brave ? 
Yet, thougli destnictiun RW(>op these lovely plaim. 
Rise, fellow-men ! our country yet remains ! 
By that droad name, wo wave the sword on high! 
Ajid swear for iicr to live! — with her to die! 
He said, and on tlio rampartrheights array'd 
His trusty warriors, few, but undLsmay'd ; 
Firm-paccd and slow, a horrid front they form. 
Still as the breeze, but dreadful as the storm ; 
I/)w murmuring sounds along their bannere flv, 
Revenge, or death, — ^the watch- word and reply; 
Then peal'd the notes, omnipotent to charm, 
And the loud tocsin toll'd their last alarm! 

In vain, alas! in vain, ye gallant few! 
From rank to rank your volloy'd thunder flew : — 
Oh, bloodiest piclnre in tho book of Time, 
Sarmatia fell, unwopt, without a crime ; 
Found not a gcnorous friend, a pitying foe, 
Strengtii in her arms, nor mercy in her woe ! 
Dropp'd from her nerveless grasp the shatter'd ipear, 
Closed her bright eve, and curbd her high career; 
Hope, for a season, rrndo tho world fkrewell. 
And Freedom shriok'd— as Kosciusko feU. 
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ITm nm went down, nor ceased the carnage there, 
TomaltuouB murder shook ^e midnight air — 
On Pkagne's proud arch the fires of ruin glow, 
Si Ipbod-dyed waters murmuring far below; 
The ilQifai prevails, the rampart yields a way, 
Bante the wild cry of horror and dismay ! 
Hark! as the mouldering piles with thunder fidl, 
A thousand shrieks for hopeless mercy call! 
£uth shook — red meteors flash'd along the sky. 
And conscious Nature shudder'd at the cry ! 

Oh! righteous Heaven! ere Freedom found a grave# 
Why slept the sword, cnmipotent to save ? 
Where was thine arm, O vengeance ! where thy rod, 
That anote the foes of Sion and of God ; 
That crush'd proud Ammon, v^ hen his iron car 
Was yoked in wroth, and thunder'd from afiir? 
Where was the storm that siumber'd till the host 
Of Uood-fitain'd Phcroah left their trembling coast ; 
Thai bade the deep in wild commotion flow, 
And heaved an ocean on their march below f 

Departed spirits of the mighty dead ! 

Te diat at Marathon and Leuctra bled ! 

Friends of the world ! restore your swords to man, 

fight in his sacred cause, and lead die van! 

Yet ix Sermatia's tears of blood atone. 

And make her arm puissant as your own ! 

Oh ! oDce again to freedom's cause return 

1^ patriot Tell — ^the Bruce of Bannockbum! 

Yes! ihy proud l(mls, unpitied land! shall see 
I%at man hath yet a soul — and dare be free ! 
i little while, along thy saddening plains, 
rhe starless night of D^esolation reigns ; 
Troth sh^l restore the light by Nature nven, 
Uid, like Prometheus, bring tne fire of Heaven ! 
Vone to the dust Oppression shall be hurl'd, 
ler name, her nature, wither'd from the world! 

CAUnSLL. 
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THE WISH. 

Mink be a cot betide the hill ; 

A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my 
A willowy brook, that turns a miU, 

With mai^ a &11 shall linger near. 

The swallow ofl, beneath my thatch, 
Shall twiuer trum her clay-built nest; 

Ofl shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my ivied porch shall spring. 

Each fragrant mwer that dnnks the dew; 

And Lucy at her wheel shall sing, 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church among the trees. 

Where tirsl our marriage vows were giveOi 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 

ROGKBl. 



AWAKENED CONSCIENCE. 

Chevr'd by this hope, she bends her thither ^ 
Still laughs the radiant eye of HeaveUt 
Nor hove the golden bowers of Even 
In the rich West liegim to wither* — 
When, o'er the vole of Balbec winging 

Slowly, she sees a child at iilajr. 
Among the rosy wild-flowers singing. 

As ruey and as wild as they ; 
Chasing, with eager hands and eyea. 
The brautiful blue damsel-flies, 
That flutler'd roimd the iasmine stemi, 
Like winged flowen or nying gems : — 
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And, near the bov who, tired with play, 
Now resting 'mia tlie roaes lay. 
She saw a wearied man dismount. 

From his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a unail imaret's rustic fomit 

Impatient fling him down to drink. 
Then swift his liagganl brow he tum'd 
IV) the Sear child, who fearless sat, 
'Hiough never yet hatli day-beam bum'd 
Upon a brow more fierce loan that, — 
Sullenly fierce, — a mixture dire, 
Like thunder-clouds of gloom and fire I 
In which the Peri's eye could read 
Dark tales of many a'ruthless deed ; 
The ruin'd maid — the shrine profaned— 
Oaths broken — and the thresnold stain'd 
With blood of guests ! diere written all. 
Black as the danmiug drops that fall 
From the denouncing Angel's pen, 
Ere Mercy weeps them out again ! 
ITet tranquil now, that man of crime 
(As if the balmy evening time 
SofWn'd his spirit) look'of and lay, 
fVITatching the rosy infant's play : — 
TlM>ugh stiU, whene'er his eye by chance 
Pell on the boy's, its lurid glance 
Met that unclouded, joyous gaze. 

As torches that have burnt all night. 

Through some impure and godless rite» 
encounter morning's glorious rays. 

But harii ! the vesper-call to prayer, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets, 
I> riling sweetly on the air. 

From Stria's thousand minarets! 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowen^ where he had laid his head. 
And down ujpon Uie fragrant sod 

Kneels, with his forehead to the souths 
^'Jpiof the eternal name of God 

FniD Purity's own cherub mouth. 
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And looking, while his hands and eyes 

Are lifled to the glowing skies, 

Like a stray babe of Paradise, 

Just lighted on that flowery plain, 

And seeking for its home again ! 

Oh 'twas a sieht — Ihat Heaven — that diild-^ 

A scene, which might have well beguiled 

E'en haughty Eblis of a sigh 

For glories lost and peace gone by ! 

And how felt A«, the wretched Man, 

Reclining ^ere, — while memory ran 

O'er many a year of guilt and strife, 

Flew o'er the dark flood of his life. 

Nor found one sunny resting-place, 

Nor brought him back one branch of grace! 

" There was a time," he said, in mild 

Heart-humbled tones, "thou blensed child. 

When young and haply pure as thou, 

I look'd and prav'd like thee — but now"— 

He hung his head, — each nobler aim. 

And hope, and feeling, which had slept. 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 

Fresh o'er iiim, and he wept — he wept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, rjBdoeming flow 
Is felt the flrst, the only sense 

Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 

Moou^ 



MY BIRTH-DAY. 

*' Mt birthfday" — ^what a diflbrent aound 
That word had in my youthful ears! 

And how, each time the day comes nRind« 
Less and less white its mark appears' 



BOOK Qi^ FOKfXY. 49 

When first our scanty 3^eai8 are told, 
It seems like pastime to grow old ; 
And, as Youth counts the shining linka, 

That time around him binds so fast, 
Reased with the task, be little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last 

Vain was the man, and fiJse as vam. 

Who said — " were he ordain'd to run 
Hii long career of hfe again. 

He would do all that he had done." 
Ah, 'tis not thus the voice, that dwells 

In sober birth-days, speaks to me{ 
Far otherwise — oi" time it tells, 

Lavish'd unwisely, carelessly — 
Of counsel mock'd — of talenis, made 

Haply for high and pure designs. 
Bat olt, like IsraeVs incense, laid 

Upcm unholy, earthly shrine®, — 
Of nursing many a wrong desire, — 

Of wandering after Love too fiur. 
And taking every meteor fire. 

That cross'd my pathway, for his star! 
All this it tells, and, could 1 trace 

Th' imperfect picture o'er again. 
With power to add, retouch, eflace 

The light and shades, — the joy and pain» 
How little of the past would stay. 
How quickly all should melt away— 
AlU— but tfaiat freedom of the mind. 

Which hath been mare than wealth to mmi 
Those friendships in my boyhood tvirined, 

And kept till now unchangingly ; 
And that dear home, that saving aik. 

Where love's true light at last I've ibund, 
Chetfing within when all grows dark. 

And oomlbrtle«, and stormy round ! 

MOOMC. 
4 
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ECHO AND SILENCE. 

In eddying course, when leaves began to fly, 
And Autumn in her lap the storen to strew, 
As 'mid wild scenes 1 chanced llic muse to woo, 

Through glens untrod, and woods that frown'd on 

Two slecpmg nympha, wilh wonder mute, I spy : — 
And, lo ! she 's gone. — In n)l)o of dark green hue, 
'T was Echo from hor sister Silence Hew : 

For quick the hunter's horn resounded to the sky.— 

In shade afTrighted Silence melts away. 
Not so her sister. Hark ! for onward still, 

WiUi far heard step, she takes iier listening way. 
Bounding from rock to rocrk and hill to mil; 

Ah! mark the merry maid in m(H*kful play, 
With thousand mimic tones the laugning forest filL 

Sui Egerton Brydges. 



SLEEP. 

The crowds are gone, the revellers at rc»t. 
The courteous host and all-approving guest, 
Again to that accustomed couch miisi rreep 
Where joy sulwidcs, and 8'>rrc»w sighs to sleep. 
And man, o'erlahour'd with his being's strife, 
Shrinki to that sweet forgetfnlncss of* life. 

There lie love's feverish hope, and cunning's guile. 
Hate's working brain, and lull'd ambition's wile. 
O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave, 
And quench'd existence crouches in a grave. 
What better name may sliimhorer's bed beoome ? 
Night's sepulchre, the universal home, 
Where weakness, strengUi, vice, virtue, sunk lupin^ 
Alike in naked helplessness recline. 
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Glad tat awhile to heave rniconscioiu breath, 
Tet wi^e to wreetle with the dread of death ; 
And shun, thoueh day but dawn on ills increased. 
That sleep, the lovehest, since it dreams ^e least, 

Btron. 
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To sigh, yet feel no pain, — 

To weep, yet scarce know why, 

To sport an hour with beauty's chain. 

Then throw it idly by : 

To kneel at many a shrine. 

Yet lay the heart on none ; 

To think idl other charms divine, 

But those we just have won ; 

This is love — careless love — 

Such as kindlelh hearts that rov'e. 

To keep one sacred flame 

Through life unchill'd, unmoved. 

To love in wintry age the same 

As first in youth we loved : 

To feel that we adore 

With such refined excess. 

That though the heart would break with meat. 

We could not live with less ; 

This is love, faithful love — 

Such as saints might feel above ! 

M00B& 



GENTLE RIVER. 

Gentle river! gentle river! t 

Wilt thou thus complain for ever ? 
Why, when naught obstructs thy flow, 
Boat thou sigh, and, murmuring low, 
Stiike my ear with sounds of woe f 
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b it that aome sand-bank's fcrce 
For an instant stay'd thy course f 
Has some shoal or rugged rock 
Stemm'd thy waves with sudden shock t 
Wail no longer, gentle river ! 
These are past and gone for ever; 
Yonder is tne wish'u-for sea. 
Home of peace and rest fi)r thee ; 
Why does man, when all is shining, 
Dim thy brightnefu by repining ? 
Why, when no dork cloud hangs o'er him* 
Dreads he still some rock before him, 
Weeps o'er woes ho long has past. 
Mourns his joys which did not last ? 
Weep no more, nor sigh, nor mourn, 
Y(Hiaer is the wish'd-lor bourn, 
Home of p<^nce and rest for thee, — 
Dea^ and Immortality ! 



C&orr 



EVENING. 



The zenith spreads 
Its canopy of sapphire, but the West 
Has a magnificent array of clouds ; 
And, as the breeze plays on diem, they assume 
The forms of mountains, castled cliffii, and hills. 
And shadowy glenf>, and groves, and beetling rocks. 
And some Uiat seem £ir off, are vovaging 
Thmr sun-bright path in iblds of silver : — some 
In golden masses float, and others have 
Edgings of burning crimson. — ^Isles are seen, 
AU lovely, set within an emerald sea. 
And Uiere are dyes in the rich heavens, — such 
As spaikle in the grand and gorgeous plume 
Of Juno's &vouhte bird, or deck the scaled 
And wreathing serpent 

Never, from the Urth 
Of Time, were ■oatter'd o'er the gfewing sky 
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More iplendid ookHirmga. Evenr Tsryin^ Inw 
Of every beautiful thing on earth* — the tuti 
Of heaven's own I]ii8<---all are in the West 
Od tfau delicious eve. 

Behind the green 
And Irillowf horixon, once more anJu 
T^ traveller of six thousand years. A wide 
And deep-felt pause prevaib ; the peaceful sway 
Of Twihght is begun. Bright Morning calls 
The worra to action, and the tyrant Sun, 
With beam intense, sweeps o'er it, sparing not 
Earth's toiling millions ; but sweet Evening brix^ 
Her gende bus to renovate the globe. 
And (as the insatiate orb has drunk the streams) 
Sprinkles her hberal dews, and with a AusA 
umes on, that her beloved may have resl^~ 
The sons of toil. 

The fiercely brilliant streaks 
Of crimson disappear, but o'er the hills 
A flmh of orange hovers, softening up 
Into harmonious union with the bme 
That comes a sweeping down, for Twihght haatoi 
To dash all other colours fiam the sky 
But this her favourite azure. Even now 
The East displays its palely-beaming stars, 
With die mild, radiatmg Moon : and thus 
llere is no end to all my prodigies, 
ONatuiet 

Cauunoton 



FrrZJAMES AND RODERICK DHU. 

Tbin each at once his fidchion drew, 
Esdi on the ground his scabbard threw, 
Eschlook'd to son, and stream, and plain. 
As what he ne'er might see again : 
liken foot, and point, and eye opposed, 
In dofakius strife they darkly closed.— 
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At ViiWf end wound his bosom m they go. 
Ever the same, it hath no ebb, no flow ; 
But in their stated round the seasons come 
And pass lilce visions to their viewless home. 
And ocnne afcdn and vanish : the voung Spring 
Looks ever bright with leaves and. blossoming. 
And Winter always winds his sullen horn, 
And the wild Autumn with a look forlorn 
Dies in his stormy manhood ; and the skies 
Weep, and flowers sicken when the summer flies. 

^Thou only, terrible Ocean, hast a power, 

A will, a voice, and in thy wrathful hour, 
When thou doRt lift thine anger to the clouds, 
A fearflil and magnificent b^uty shrouds 
Thy broad green forehead. If thy waves be driven 
Backwards and forwards by the shifting wind. 
How quickly dost thou thy great strength unbind, 
And stretch thine arms, and war at once with 
Heaven ! 

Thou trackless and immeasurable main ! 
On thee no record ever lived again 
TV) meet the hand that writ it ; line nor lead 
Hath ever &thom'd thy profoundest deeps. 
Where haply the h\i^e monster swells and sleeps^ 
King of his watery bmit, who *tis said 
Can move the mighty ocean into storm. — 
Oh ! wonderful thou art, great element: 
And fearful in thy spleeny humours bent, 
And lovely in repose : thy summer form 
Is beautiful, and when thy silver waves 
Make music in earth's dark and winding caves, 
I bve to vender on thy pebbled beach, 
Mariung the sunlight at the evening hour, 
And heirken to the thoughts thy waters teach^-> 
**£ttnii^. Eternity, and power.^' 

E Cornwall. 
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FAIRY TALE, 

IN THE ANCIENT ENGUSH STTLE. 

In Britain's isle and Arthur's day% 
When midnight friries daunced the maxe, 

lived Edwin of the Green ; 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, sense, and trudi. 

Though badly shaped he *d been. 

Em mountain back mote well, be said, 
To measure heif ht against his head. 

And lilt itself above ; 
Tet, spite of all that Nature did 
To mAke his uncouth form forbid. 

This creature dared to love. 

He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope to gain the pnze, 

Ck>uld ladies look within ; 
But one Sir Topaz dress'd with art, 
And, if a shape could uin a heart, 

He had a shape to win. 

Edwin, if right I read my song. 
With slighted passion paced uong 

All in the moony light; 
Twas near an old encluuitcMcl court, 
Where sportive fairies made resort 

To revel out the night. 

His heart was drear, his hope was croa'd, 
Twas late, 'twas fiur, the path was knt 

That reach'd the neighbour town ; 
With weary steps he quits the shades, 
Resolved, tne darkling dome he treads. 

And drops his limbs adown. 

But scant he lays him on die floor. 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

And trembling rocks the ground : 
And, weU I ween to count aright. 
At once a hundred tapen light 

On all the walls aroond. 



ii 
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111 &red it now with Roderick Dhn, 
That on the field hiR tar^o he threw, 
Whose brazen studs, aiiu tough bull-hide, 
, Had death so oOcii tuni'd aside ; 

For, traiii'd abroad his arins to wield, 

■^^ FitzJamos'fl blade wan sword and shield : 

He practised ovory }mih(* und ward. 
To fehit, to thrust, to strike, to guard : 
While, less exiwrt, though stronger far, 
The Gael inainlain'd un(M]uul war. 
Three times in closing strite tiioy stood, 
Aiid thrice the Saxon sword dnuik blood ; 
No stinted drauglit — no scanty tide ! 

jT^ The gushing IUhk! iho larlnns dyed : 

Fierce Roderick M\ tlie iiital dhtin. 
And showor'd his blows like wintry rain ; 

'[ And as finn tower, or cnstlc-n)of, 

y Against the winter s!io\\(>r is [)roof, 

if. The Coo, invulncnible still, 

Foil'd his wild rage by steady skill; 
Till, at advant;igo ta'en, his bnuid 
Forced R<Klcrick'8 weapon from his hand, 
And backwards borne u|M)n the lea. 
Brought the proud chieftain to liis knee : 

•fi « JNow yield iheo, or by liim wlio made 

The world! thy licart-bltKKl dyes my blade."- 
" Thy threats, tliy mercy, I defy ; 
Let recreant yield, who fears to die." — 
Like adder darting from his coil — 
Like wolf that dashes through the toil — 
Like mountain-cat that guanls her yonng, 
Full at Fitz-James's thn)at he sprung : 
Received, but reck'd not of a wound. 
And locked his arms his l()eman round. 
Now, ^lant Saxon ! hold tliy own { 
No maiden's hand is round thee tlirown ! 
That desperate grasp thy frame might feel, 
Through bars of bniss and triple steel. 
They tug, they strain — down, down Uiey gjv 
The Gai^ above, FitzJames below ' 
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The chieftain^s gripe his throat compreti'd« 
His knee was planted in his breast ; 
His clotted locks he backward durew, 
Acrom his brow his hand he drew, 
From blood and mist to clear his sit^it— 
Then gleam'd aloft his dagger bright ; 
But hate and fiinr ill supphed 
The stream of liie's exhausted tide ; 
And all too late the advantage came 
To turn the odds of deadly game. 
For while the dagger gleam d on high, 
Reel'd* soul and sense, reel'd brain and eye. 
Down came the blow — but in the heath, 
The erring blade found bloodless sheath. — 
The struggling foe may now unclasp 
The fainting cniefs relaxing grasp. 
Unwounded from the dreadfui close, 
Bat deathless all, Fitz-James arose. 

Scott. 



ADDRESS TO THE OCEAN. 

THOU vast Ocean ! ever-sounding sea! 

Thou symbol of a drear immensity ! 

Thou tning that windest round the solid world 

like a huge animal, which, downward hiu'l'd 

From the black clouds, lies weltering and alone. 

Lashing and v\Tithing till its strength be gone. 

Thy voice is like the thunder, and th^ sleep 

Is uke a giant's slumber, loud and deep. 

Thou speakest in the east and in the west 

At once, and on thy heavily laden Inreast 

Fleets come and go, and shapes that have no lift ' 

Or motion, yet are moved and meet in strife. 

The earth hath naught of this; nor chance nor 

change 
Ruffles its surface, and no spirits dare 
Give answer to the tempestrwaken air; 
Bat o'er its wastes, the weakly tenants range 
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Poor Edwin fidls to flow; 
Forlorn his state, and dark the place 
Was never wight in lach a case 

Through all the land before. 

But soon as Dan Apollo rose, 
Full jolly creature home he goes, 

He feels his back the less ; 
His honest tcnij^ue and stead^r mind, 
Had rid him or the lump behind, 

Which made him wont success 

With lusty livelyhed he talks, 

He seems a dauncing as he walks. 

His story suon took wind; 
And beauteous Edith sees the youth 
Endow'd with courage, sense, and truth 

Without a btmch behind. 

The story told, Sir Topaz moved. 
The youth of VAitXi erst approved. 

To see ^e revel scene : 
At close of eve he leaves liis home, 
And wends to find the ruin'd dome 

All on the gloomy plain. 

As there he bides, it so befell, 

The wind came rusding down a dell, 

A shaking seized the wall ; 
Up spnng the tapers as before, 
Tne fairies bragly foot the fkwr. 

And music fills the halL 

But certes sorely sunk with woe. 
Sir Topaz sees the Elfin show. 

His spirits in him die : 
When Oberon cries ' A man is near, 
A mortal passion, cleeped fear. 

Hangs flagging in the d^.' 

With that Sir Topaz, hapless youth ! 
In accents (aultehng, ay for ruth. 
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Entreats diem pity grant ; 
*b he been a mister wi^t 
n,fd fay wandering in the night 

To tread the circled haunt; 

Losell, vile,' at once they roar; 
d little skill'd of &irie lore, 

Thy cause to come we know : 
r hast thy kestrell conrage fell ; 
ftiiies, since a lie you tell, 

Are free to work thee woe.* , 

1 Will, who bears the wispy fire 
nil the swain? among the mire. 

The c-aiiiff upward flung ; 
e, like a tortoise in a shop, 
angled from the chamber-top. 

Where whilome Edwin nung. 

revel now proceeds apace, 
Y they frisk it o'er the place, 

Thev sit, they drink, and eat ; 
lime with frolic rairrh beguile, 
poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 

Till all the rout retreat 

is the stars began to wink, 
duriek, they fly, the ti^rs sink, 

And down y-drops the knight; 
lever spell by fairie laid 
strong enchantment bound a glade, 
Beyond the length of night 

deu'k, alone, adreed, he lay, 
ip the welkin rose the day. 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er: 
vot ye weU his harder lot? 
aely back the bunch had got 
WhiclKEdwin lost aibre. 

tale a Sibyl-nurse ared ; 

ofUy stroked my youngling head. 
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And when the tale was done, 
'Thus some are bom, my son/ she cneii 
* With base impedunents to rise. 

And some are bom with none. 

But virtue can itself advance 

To what the favourite foohi of chance 

By fortune seem design*d ; 
Virtue can gain the odds of &te, 
And from itself shake off the weight 

Upon ih' unworthy mind? 

PAimLL 



WIFE, CHILDREN, AND FRIENDS. 

A BONO. 

When the black-letter'd list to the gods was i 

sented 

(The list of what Fate for each mortal intends,) 

At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented. 

And slipp'd in three blessings, wife, children, i 

friends. 

In vain surly Pluto maintain'd he was cheated, 
For justice divine could not compass its ends; 
The scheme of man's penance he swore was 
feated, 
For earth becomes heaven v«th wife, children, 
friends. 

If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vmu 
The fund ill secured ofl in bankruptcy ends; 

But the heart issues bills which are never protest 
When drawn on the firm of wife, childi«o, 
friends. 
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valour still glows in his life's waning 

bers, 

ath-wonnded tar, who his colours defends, 

>ar of regret as he dying remembers 

less'd was his home with wife, children, 

1 Iriends. 

3r, whope deeds live immortal in story, 
duty to far distant latitudes sends, 
sport would barter whole ages of gl<My 
e happy day with wife, children, and 
iiids. 

pice-breathing gales o'er his caravan hover, 

I round him Arabia's whole jbragrance 

ends, 

cliant still thinks of the woodbines that 

er 

wer where he sat with wife, children, and 

nds. 

pring of youth, still unclouded by sorrow, 

•n itself lor enjoyment depends ; 

is tlie twilight of age, if it borrow 

mth from the smil^ of wife, children, and 

tnds. 

'eath of renown ever freshen and nourish 
urel which o'er her dead lavomrite bends ; 
/ave the willow ! and long mav it flounah, 
d with the tears of wSe, cmldren, and 
iuds. 

SPKNCIR. 



SONNET. 

et to rove, from summer sunbeams veil'd, 
ny dingles ; or to trace the tide 
laering brooks, their pebbly beds that 
de; 



I 
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To feel the west wind cool refrediment jrield. 

That comefl soft creeping o*er the flowery field 
And shadow'd waters ; in whose bushy side 
The mountain bees their fragrant treasure hide 

Muimuring ; and sings tlic lunely thrush conceal' 

Then, Ceremony, in tny gilded halls, 
When forced and frivolous the themes arise. 
With bow and smile unmeaning, O! how paUs 

At thee and thine my sense ! — how oft it signs 
For leisure, wood-Ioiics, dells, and waterfalls ; 

And feels th' untemper^d heat of sultry skies ! 

Sewauj 



SONNET TO SLEEP. 

Thou child of Night and Silence, balmy Sleep, 
Shed thy soit poppies on my acrliing brow ! 
And charm to rest the thoughts of whence or 1m 
Vanish'd that prized Affoctirm, wont to keep 

C^ch grief of mme from rankling into woe. 
Then stem Misfortune inmi her bended bow 
Loosetl the dire strings; — and Care and anxioi 

Dread 
From my cheer'd heart on sullen pinion fled. 

But now, tne spell dissolved, the enchantress gone 
Ceaseless those cniel fiends infest my day. 
And sunny hours but light them to tneir pny. 

Then welcome, midnight shades, when thy wisli 
boon 
May in oblivious dews my eyelids steep. 
Thou child of Night and Silence, balmy Sleep! 

ScWAKOi 
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TO AN OAK BLOWN DOWN BY THE Wnrp. 

Thou wbo, umnoTed, liast heard die wbirlwind 
chide 

Fun 10817 a winter round thy craggy hed; 

And, like an earthbom giant, hast outnvead 
lliy hundred arms and heaven's own bolt defied. 
Now liest ak»ig thy native moontain's side 

Uptom; yet deem not that I come to abed 

Tne idle drope of ^tv o'er thy head, 
Or basely to insult diy blasted junde : 

No— still 'tis thine, though fallen, imperial Otkl 
To teach this lessm to the wise and brave. 

That 'tis much better, overthrown and bndw 
In Freedom's cause, to sink into the grave, 

llan, in sulMnission to a tyrant's yoke, 
I^ fbid idle reed, to bow and be a slave. 

Anon. 



FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 

• 

Whkn Friendship, Love, and Truth abound 

Among a band of brodieis. 
The cup of joy goes |[ai]y round— 

Each shares the bfass of others; 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of sorrow; 
T^ flowers that shed their lecvw to4tf 

Shall bloom again to mondw; 
How gruid in age, how 6ir in yondi. 
Are holy FrienoHiip, Love, wadTnAkl , 

On halc3^n wings our moments pess^ 

life's cruel cares be^^uiling; 
Oid Tnne lajrs down his sithe and 

Ld gay good humour smiling: 

5 



fl Youzrs man's 

WUh cnnme beard and forelock gnqr 

Hia reverend firont adoimng, 
He kolu like Winter tum'd to May, 

Ni|^t aoften'd into monun^! 
How grand in age, how fur in youth. 
Are boly Frieixuhip, Love, and Truth! 

From those delishtfnl fountains flow 

AmluQsial rilb of pleasure . 
Can man desire, can neaven bestow 

A more resplendent treasure 7 
Adom*d with genv so richly bright. 

We'll form a constcllatiim. 
Where every star, with modest light. 

Shall gild his (Moper station. 
How grand in age, now fair in youth, 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth! 

MONTQCMULT' 



SIR RALPH THE ROVER 

No Hir in the air, no stir in the sea. 
The ship was still as she might be ; 
Her sails from heaven received no motion — 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign, or sound of their shock* 
The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock; 
80 little they loie, so litde they fell. 
They did not move the Inchcape BelL 

The abbot of Aberbrodiok 
Had floated that bell on the Inchcape Rock; 
On the waves of the storm it fk>atea and iwiing 
And k>uder and louder it warning rang. 

When the rock was hid by the tempeat'i iwaU, 
The marineit heard the warning bell; 
And than they knew the perilous Rock, 
And hiMi'd the pdest of Aberbrothok. 
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TIm im in heaven tbtmo m gav-*- 

AU duQB were joyful on that day t 

pM leanidi Kreani'd as they sported nwnd, 

^ theie was pleasure in their sound. 

1^ float of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A daiW speck on the ocean ^reen ; 
V Ralph the Rover walk'd his deck, 
And he fix'd his eye on the darker speck. 

He felt die cheering i»wer of spring. 
It Dsde him whisde, it made him sing; 
«^ hsart was mirthful to excess — 
Bat the Rover's mirth was wickedness. 

Hii e«e was en die bell and float — 
QootQ he* my men, put out the boat, 
And row me to the inchcape Rock, 
And 111 plague the priest of Aberbrothok. 

Hie boat is lower'd, the boatmen row, 
And to the Inchcape Rock thev go; 
Sir Ralph bent over from the Doat, 
And cut the warning bell from the float 

Down sunk the bell with a gurgling sound ; 
The bubUes rose, and burst aground. 
Qooth Sir Ralph, the next who comes to the Rock 
Will not bless the priest of Aberbrothok. 



Sir Ralph the Rover sa^*d away; 
He sooar*d the seas for many a day ; 
And now, grown rich with munder'd store. 
He steers ms course to Sootmnd's i^ore. 

So thick : haze o'erspreads the sky, 
They could not see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gale ail &y ; 
At evening it hath died away. 
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On the deck the Rover takes his stand; 
So daiiL it is, they see no land; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, it will be lighter soon. 
For there is the dawn o€ tlie rising vooosl 

Canst hear, said one, the breakers roar ? 
For yonder, methinks, should be the shore. 
Now where we are I cannot tell, 
But I wish we could hear the Inchcape BelL 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong, 
TlK)ugh the wind hath fallen they drift along 
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering riiock- 
Oh Christ! it is the Inchcape Rock! 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair; 
He cursed himself in his despair; 
The wnvcs rush in on every side. 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But even in his dying fear 
One dreadful sound he seem'd to hear; 
A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell 
The devil below was ringing his knell. 

SOUTHEI 



A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. 

Oil when I was a tiny boy 

Mv days and nights were full of joy. 

My mates were blithe and kind ! 
No wonder that I sometimes sigh. 
And dash the tear-drop frinn my eye. 

To cast a look behind ! 

A hoop was an eternal round 

Of pleasure. In those days I found 
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^A. top a joyous thuiff ; — 
fint DOW tfaoee pest aelightB I dmp, 
Ify head, alas ! is all my top. 
And careful thoughts the string! 

My maiUes— once mv beg was stored — 
Hovr I must play with Elgin's lord, 

With Theseus for a taw .' 
My ]darflul horse has elipp'd his string, 
fatgcMen all his capering, 

£ad hamess'd to the law! 

My kite— how &st and far it flew ! 
Wnilst I, a sort of Franklin, drew 

My pleasure from the sky! 
Twas naper^d o'er with studious themes, 
The tasks I wrote — mjr present dreams 

Will never soar so high. 

My joys are wingless all and dead; 
My dumps are nmde of more than lead; 

Mv flights soon find a fall : 
Afy ieais prevail, mjr fancies droops 
Joy never cometh with a whoop, 

And seldom with a call ! 

My ftotball 's laid upon the shelf; 
I am a shuttlecock myself^ 

The w(»ld knocks to and fro — 
My archery is all unleam'd, 
And grief against myself has tum'd 

My anows and my bow ! 

No more in nocmtide sun I bask ; 
My authorship 's an endless task. 

My head 's ne'er out of school. — 
My heart is pain'd with scorn and slight^ 
I have too many foes to fight, 

And friends grown strangely ood! 
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Oh, for the lenon lMni*d bf Imit! 
Ay. though the rery birch'i nnut 

HhrMilaniark thaw boon anin; 
VA " kM the rod/' and be rengii'd 
llnrimiih the stroke— sod even find 

Hfriiie iiigar in the ctne! 
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^Th' Arabian Nights rdieaned in bed! 
*inie Fairy Tales in sdiodl-Cimd read. 

By stealth, 't wixt veib and noun !-* 
*The angel ibrm that always walk'd 
In all my dreams, and looK*d and talk'd 

Exactly like Mjm Brawn! 

The ** omne bene' —Christraas eom^i 
The pnae of merit won fiv home 

Merit had prizes dien! 
But now I write for days and day»— 
For fame — a deal oi empty praise, 

Without the silver pen! 

Then h<Hne, sweet heme f— 4he crowded foach 
The joyous shout — ^the loiid approach— 

The winding horns like rams .' 
The meeting sweet that made me thrill— 
The sweetmeats almost sweeter still. 

No *« satis" to the "jams!" 

When that I was a tiny boy. 

My days and nights were roll of jojr, 

My mates were blithe and kind- 
No wonder that I sometimes sigh, 
And dash the tear-drop fhnn my eye, 

To cast'a look behind! 

HOOIK 



BATTLE OF BLENHEIM. 

It was a sommer evening, 
Old Kaspar*s work was done ; 

And he bewre his oottage door 
Was sitting in the sun, 

And by him sported on the green 

His Utde giaaddiiki Wilhehnfaie. 
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flhe law her brother Peterkin 
Roll lonietfaiiu: large and round, 

T%At he beside ue rivulet 
In plajring there had found, 

He came to ask what he had found, 

T%At was so large, and smooth, and round. 

Old Kaspar took it fipom the hoy, 

Who stood expectant by ; 
And then the old man shoc^ his head, 

And with a natural sigh, 
Tis some poor fellow's skull, said he. 
Who fell in the great victory. 

I find them in the garden, for 

There 's many here about. 
And often when I go to plough. 

The i^oushshare turns them out ; 
For man3r thousand men, said he. 
Were slain in the great victory. 

Now tell us what 'twas all about, 

Younff Peterkin he cries, 
And litUe Wilhelmine looks up 

With wonder-waitinff eyes; 
Now tell us all about the v«^ar. 
And what they kill'd each other for. 

It was the Elnglish, Kaspar cried. 
That put the French to rout ; 

But what they kill'd each other for, 
I could not well make out. 

But everybody said, quoth he, 

That 'twas a fiunous victory. 

My fether lived at Blenheim then. 

Von little stnam hard by, 
They bum'd his dwellinff to the graund. 

And he was forced to fly; 
So with his wife and child he fled. 
Nor had he where to rest his head. 
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WAi fire and sword the ooimtry roand 

Wat wasted far and wide, 
And many a childin^ moflier then. 

And new-born inmnt died. 
But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

Tliey say it was a shocking sight, 

Atler the field was won. 
For many thousand bodies here 

Lay rotting in the sun; 
But tniiuiB luLe that, you know, must be 
Aflei a famous victory. 

Great praise the Duke of Maribro* won. 

And our good Prince Eugene. 
Why 'I was a very wicked thing ! 

Said little Wiihelmme. 
Nay — nay — my little girl, quoth he. 
It was a famous victory. 

And every body praised the duke« 

Who such a fight did win. 
But what good came of it at last ? 

Quoth little Feterkin. 
Why that I cannot tell, said he. 
But 't was a famous victory. 

SOUTBKT* 



MARCO BOZZARIS. 



HtfcQ is n attack opan the Tukiah eunp at LMpi, the dt* of tba ui 
*'■■< nalm,Aiigiiit 80^ 1883, ud expired in awmoiiMnt of vielovy. Bii 
^ wwdt were " To die fw liberty i» a pleaaaie, aad not a paia." 



At midnight, in his guarded tent. 
The Turk was dreaming of the hour 

When Greece, her knee in supplianca bent. 
Should tremble at his power ; 



I 
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In dreaim, throagh camp and oout, he ban 
The troi^ie§ of a ccmqueror; 

In dreams, his song of triumph haaid ; 
Then wore hin monarch's signet ring,'— 
Then presd'd that monarch's thrano^— a king 
As wild his thoughts, and gay of wing, 

As Eden*s garden bird. 

An hour imM on — the Turk awoke ; 

That bright dream was his hist; 
He woke — to hear his sentry's shnekt 
*' To arms! they come : the Greek! the Gree 
He woke— to die 'midst flame and smoke, 
And shout, and groan, and sabre-stroke. 

And deuth-dhots falling thick and &st 
As lightnings fn)m the mountain cloud ; 
And Tieanl, with voice as trumpet loud, 

Dozziiris cheer his band ; — 
'< Strike — till the lost ami'd foe exjpire*. 
Strike — i(>r your altara and your nres, 
Striki) — ^fiir the green graves of your sires, 

God — and your native land !" 

Thev fought, like brave men, lone and well, 

Tney piled that ground with Aftislem slain, 
Thoy conquer'd — but Bozzaris fell, 

Bfcxxling at every vein. 
His few sur\'iving comrades saw 
His smile, when rang their proud hurrah. 

And the red field was won; 
Then saw in death his eyelids close 
Calmly, as to a night's repose, 

Like flowers at set of sun. 

Come to the bridal chamber, Death! 
Come to the mother, when she feela, 

For the flnit time, her first-bom't breaths- 
Come when the blessed seals 

Which (^lose the pestilence are Inoke, 

And crowded ciuei wail its stroke ;» 



BOOK OF POETBT. 75 

Gome in Coosumption's ghastly ^arm, 
TIw eardiquBke shock, the ocean stonn ;— 
Come wh^ the heart beato high and 'wann. 

With banquet-flong, and dance, and ynoBi — 
And thoa art terrible: the tear. 
The groan, the knell, the pall, the bier. 
And all we know, or dresuDa, or fear 

Of agony, are thine. 

Bat to the hero, when his sword 

Has won the battle fi>r the free, 
Thy voice sounds like a prophet's woid. 
And in its hollow tones are heard 

The thanks of millions yet to be. 
Bozzaris ! with the storied brave 

Greece nurtured in her glory's time, 
Kest thee — ^ere is no prouder grave, 

Even in her own proud clime. 

We tell thy doom without a sigh ; 
For &0U art Freedom's now, ana Fame's— 
One cf the few, the immortal names, 

That were not bom to die. 

HaTiT.BOK. 



LOVE OF THE COUNTRY. 

Welcome, silence ! welcome, peace ! 

most welcome, holy shade ! 
Thus I prove,^ years mcrease, 

My heart fmd soul for quiet made. 
^us I fix my firm belief. 

While rapture's gushing tears descend, 
1W evenr flower and every leaf 

Is moral Truth's unerring firiend. 

I vm\A not, for a world of gold. 
That Nature's lovely face should tire ; 

Fountain of blewings yet untold ; 
Pure source of intellectual fire ! 



I 



76 YOUNG man's 

Fanqr*t fidr bads, the genm of song, 
Unqnicken'd 'midst uie wotU'i rude itrift^ 

Shall iweet retireiiieiit render itrang, 
And morning nlence bring to life. 

Then tell me not that I shall now 

Forlorn, that fields and wocras will cloy; 
From nature and her changes flow 

An everlasting tide of joy. 
I grant that Summer heats will born, 

That keen will come the frosty night ; 
But both shall please; and each m turn 

Yield Reason's most supreme delight 

Bring me a shrine, and 1 could kneel 

To rural gods, or prostrate fidl ; 
Did I not see, did I not feel. 

That one Great Spirit governs alL 
O Heaven, permit that I may lie 

Where o'er my corpse green branches wave; 
And those who from life's tumults fly, 

With kindred feelings press my grave. 

BLOOMnXLD 



FROM "THE TRAVELLER." 

Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or, by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po; 
Or onward, where the rude Corinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanaing to the skies : 
Where'er I roam, whatevor realms to see. 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brotlier turns with ceaseless pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain 

Eternal Uessings crown my earliest fiiend. 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend; 
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that spot, where cheerful guorti retire 

&om toil, and U:im their evening fire ; 

ahode, where want and pain repair, 

f stranger finds a ready cnair; 

lose feasts, with simple plenty crown'd, 

the ruddy family around 

:he jests or pranks that never &il, 

di {Htv at some monmful tale; 

le faesnfiil stranger to his food, 

the luxury of ^ing good. 

)t destined such delights to share, 

of life in wandering spent and care ; 

nth step6 unceasins to pursue 

ing good, that mocKs me with the view i 

the circle bounding earth and skies, 

xn far, yet, as I follow, flies; 

e leads to traverse realms alone, 

lo spot of all the world my own. 

where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
)wn a pensive hour to spend; 
3d ou high above the storm's career, 
nward where a hundred realms appear; 
ests, cities, plains, extending wide, 
I of kings, the shepherd's humbler pride* 

iS creation's charms around comlnne, 

e store, should thankless ipnde repine ? 

:d the philosophic mind disdain 

. which makes each humbler bosom Tain' 

l-tau^ht pride dissemble all it can, 

le thmgs are great to little man ; 

r he, whose sympathetic mind 

all the good of all mankind. 

ring towns, with wealth and sploidour 

wn'd, 

where summer sjweads profusion round ; 

where vessels catch the busy gale ) 

ig swains, that dress the floweiy vale ; 

)ur tributary stores combine ; 

; heir the world, the world is miae. 
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Ai some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at his treesure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after hoards, his rising raptures fiU, 
Yet still he sighs, &ir hoards are wanting still 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise. 
Pleased with each good that Heaven to man m 
Yet oft a siffh prevails, and sorrows ftilL 
To see the noard of human blics so small : 
And oft I wish, amid the scene, to find 
•f^ Some spot to real happiness consign'd, 

j Where my worn soul, each wandering hope a 

- May gather bliss, to see my fellows blest. 



.J 
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But where to find that happiest spot below, 
.P. Who can direct, when all pretend to know 7 

1 .- The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone 

"'{ Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own, 

*\ Extols the treasiures of his stormy seas, 

^ And his long nights of revelry and ease : 

T^e naked negro, panting at the line. 
Boasts of his golden sancu, and palinv wine, 
Basks in the ([lare, or stems the tepia wave. 
And thanks his ^fpda for all the good they gav 
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 
^ And ye^ perhaps, if coimtries we compare. 

And estimate the blessing which they share, 
I Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom fine 

I An equal portion dealt to all mankind : 

H As dinerent good, by art or nature given 

f To diflferent nations, makes their hissings ev 

i; Gouw 



i 



AN ODE. 

What constitutes a State ? 
Not highrraised battlement or laboured moand 



) Thick wall or moated gate ; 



Not dties proud with spires and turrets crowi 
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ft and broad-ann'd poilB, 

aiwhing at the sionn, rich navies ride ; 

\tra aira spangled courts, 

tw-brow*d besenes waAs p^iume to pride. 

nen, high-minded men, 

vers as far above dull brutes endued 

St, brake, or den, 

I excel cold rocks and brambles rude; 

ivho dieir duties know, 

V their rights, and, knowing, dare maintain. 

It the loi^-aim'd blow, 

ih the tyrant while they rend the chain : 

CQHstitute a State, 

sreign Law, that State's collected will, 

wmes and globes elate 

iress, crowmng good, repressing ill ; 

yv her sacred frown 

id discretion like a vapour sinks, 

*en th' all-dazzling crown 

B fiiint rays, and at her bidding shrinks. 

SiA Wm. Jones. 



: INFIDEL AND THE CHRIOTIAN. 

h to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
I is one, and wit, however rare. 
Dchman, first in Uterary fame, 
1 him if you please. Voltaire?— The same.) 
jrit, genius, eknuence supidied, 
og, wrote mucu, laugh'a heartily, and died, 
ptore was his jest-book, whence he drew 
t to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 
el in healdi, but what when sick ? 
n a text would touch him at the quick : 
m at Paris, in his last career, 
dizu^ throngs the demi-god revere ; 
on his pedestal of pride, 
led witn frankincense on every side, 
their flattery with his latest breath, 
Mher*d in*t at last, is praised to death. 
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Yon oottaffer, who weaves, at her own door. 
Pillow Old bobbins all her little store ; 
Content though mean, and cheerful if not gty^ 
Shuffling her threads about the liyekinff day. 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at nignt 
lies down secure, her heart and pocket light; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 
Has little undenitanding, and no vnU 
Receives no praise ; but though her lot be sachr 
(Tbilsome and indigent) she renders much ; 
Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible troer 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew; 
And in that charter reads with sparkling ejret 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

O happy peasant! O imhappy bard! 
His tne mere tinsel, her's the rich reward ; 
He praised perhaps for ages yet to come, 
She never heard of half a mile from home 
He lost in errors his vain heart prefers, 
SbiB safe in the simplicity of hen. 

Cowrift' 



THE DYING GLADIATOR. 

1 8EK before me the Gladiator lie : 
He leans upon his hand — ^his manly hrow 
Consents to deadi, but conquers agony, 
And his droop'd head sinks gradually low— 
And through his side the last drops, ebbing dow 
From the red gash, fidl heavy, one by one. 
Like the first of a thunder-shower ; and now 
The arena swims around him — ^he is gone. 
Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hail'd tb0 
wretch who won. 

He heard it, but he heeded not — his ejrei 
Were with his heart, and that was fiir away; 
He reck'd not of the life he lost nor prise, 
But where his rude hut by the Danuoe lay, 
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Tken were his young barbarians all at play, 
nere was their Daeiun moiher — he, their ntt, 
ButdierM to make a Homaik holiday — 
AH this niah'd ^ith hLs blood — Shall he expire 
Mmuevenged/ — Arise! ye Godis, and glutyourire I 

Byron. 



WATERLOO. 

There was a sound of revelrj' by night, 
And Belgium's capital had gathered tlien 
Uer beauty and her chivalry, and bright 
llie lamps shone o'er fair women ana brave men ; 
A thousand hearts bout happily, and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 
Soft eyes look'd love to eyes which spake againt 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell ; 
ht hush ! Imrk ! a deep sound strikes like a riung 
kneU! 

Did ye not hear it ? No : 't was but the wind. 

Or the car rattling o'er the stony street ; 

On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ; 

No sleep till mom, when Youth and Pleaaore 

meet, 
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet — 
But hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than oefbre! 
rm!— «rm ! it is — ^it isv—the cannon's opening roar! 

Within a window'd niche of that high hall 
Sat Brouswick's fated chiefVain ; he did hear 
T^at sound the first amidst the festi^. 
And caught its tone with death's prophetic ear; 
And when they smil^ because he deem'd it near. 
His heart more truly ^uiew that peal too well 
Which stretch'd his'^ther on a bloody bier, 

'■ 6 



Ah I dien and iJirre wtiM hunying to u 
Aod ptlierina loan, und trrnibliiigi of 
And cheelu [ill |>ile, ubiili liu[ aii biHi 

And Ihere were mtililnl Imrlilviii, audi 
Thelile Innnimlyo.iiiglii'Jiru, aiid tit 



Weal imrinic I'>r«<.nl tiiiii iiiiji^iiuiis . 
And nvilUf £iniiii:^ iii ilii! luuLi u( vi 
And the deep liiiiiidi-r, imd iHi [fuil iifu 
Ahd near, the Iwal ul' iW ulnniiiiiK dn 
Rouiied ii|> llw KilduT err llu- iiumiiiiK 
While ihruiii'd tlw ciliit-iM nith Irrror 
On whbpfriiie, with ulillo li|ji — "The 

And wild aiul high ilio ■' Campron'e 

The war-nqlD oT Ijvhipl. whirh AltH'i 
Hbta beud nnd hi'iinl, 1«u. hni-c her !« 
How in Ihe nmni ol' iiiiilil IliHl iHlwirh 
Ssvege luid afanll' Bin wilh llio hnntl 
"nieir iDnniiuhi-iiiiie, eii liU ihn nioiiiiUi 
Wth the fieire nstive (hiriiiK whi<-h in 
The itiniiiK ntrnwiy ol' « tluHMind yci 
And Etwi'i, I>Dijald'a fume liiiga in each 



And ArdeniMV wnvei nhnve Ihpm het k 
Dewy, with nmiirCH iparJ*™)*, mi ihnj 
Grieving, if si'iihi inaiun* le r'er niei 
Over Ihe unTBluniing hravu — uIm. 
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ning to be trodckn like the gns 

low beneath them, bat above ihall grow, 

txt verdure, when this fiery maH 

g valour rolling on the Ibe, 

ng vnth high hope, thall moulder C(dd and 

f, 

m beheld them full of lusty hfe, 
9 in beauty's circle proudly gay, 
li^ght brought the signal sound of itrifef 
m the marshalling in armsi^ — the day 
magnificently stem array ! 
ndernclouds close o'er it, which when feol^ 
th is cover'd thick with other clay, 
ler own clay shall cover, heap'd and pent 
horse, — ^fnend, foe,^in one red btuial 

Qt! 

Btrok. 



WHAT IS GLORY? 

her dost persuade me to seek wealth 
»*■ sake, nor empire to afiect 
I Hike, by all thy argument 
is glory out the bla:^ of &me, 
e*m praise, if always praise umnix'd ? 
the people but a nerd confueed, 
meoas rabble, who extol 
Igar, and, well weigh'd, acarca woilii tha 
aef 

te and they admire they know not what, 
not whoqi, but as one leads the other; 
delight to be by nich extoU'd, 
on their tongues and be their talk, 
Id be dispmued were no small {ffaiaa f 
o dares be singularly good. 
;ent among them and the wise 
t^ glory scarce of few is raised. « 

e glory and renown, when God, 
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Lookmg on th* earth, with approbatkm marin 
Tho just man, and divulges him throng hMTOI 
To all his angels, who with tnie apfdauae 
Recount his praises : thus he did to Job, 
When, to extend his fame through heavoi and en 
As thou to thy reproach may'st well remember, 
He ask'd thee, Host thou scon my servant Job? 
Famous ho was in lioav(tn, on earth less kiKywn; 
Where glory is false glory, attributed 
To things not gloriouK^ mon not worthy of fame- 
They err who count it tzlorious to subdue 
By conquest far and wide, to overrun 
Leurge countries, and in field great battles win. 
Great cities by nssaiUt: what do these virorthiea, 
fiat rob and spoil, biini, slaughter, and enslave 
Peaceable natiouH, ncigiiliouring or remote, 
Made captive, yet doscrving freedom more 
Than those th(>ir c<)iu{ucnjre, who leave behind 
Nothing but ruin wlicres=oe*er they rove. 
And all the flourisliing worlu of peace destroy, 
Then swell with pride, and must be titled Godfl^ 
Great Benefactors of inankhid, Deliverers, 
Worshipp'd with temple, priost, and sacrifice; 
One is the son of Jove, of Mars the other; 
Till conc^ueror Death discover them scarce men* 
Rolling m brutish vices, and doibrm'd. 
Violent or shameful de4ilh their due reward. 
But if there be in glory aught of good. 
It may by means fur dlflcrent be attain'd. 
Without ambition, war, or violence ; 
By deeds of peace, by wifldom eminent. 
By patience, temperance : I mention stUI 
Ilim whom tliy wrongs, with saindy patience boc 
Made famous m a land and times obscure ; 
Who names not now with honour patient Job? 
Poor Socrates (who next more memorable ?) 
By what he taught, and snfler'd for so doing, 
For truth's sake sufifering death m^juit, Uvef DOW 
Equal in fimie to proudest conquerors. 
Yet if for fame and glory aught be done, 
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jfiA niflbr'd ; if young African for fame 
• waited ooantiy fireed from Punic ragOf 
e deed becomes unpraised, the man at least, 
d loses, though Imt verbal, his reward, 
ifi I seek glory then, as vain men seek, 
tnot deserved ? I seek not mine, but His 
^ sent me, and thereby witness whence I am. 

Milton. 



TO DEATH. 

nOM THE GERMAN OF GLUCK. 
I. 

Methinkb it were no pain to die 
On such an eve, when such a sky 

O^ercanopies the west ; 
To saae my fill on yon calm deep, 
Ani like an infant, fail asleep 

On earth, my mother's breast 

n 

There *s peace and welcome in yon sea 
Of endless blue tranquillity. 

These clouds are Uving things; 
I trace their veins of hquid gold, — 
I see them solemnly unfold 

^Their soft and fleecy wings. 

m. 

These be the angels that convey 
Us weaiy children of a day, 

Life's tedious nothing o'er. 
Where neither passions come, nor woes, 
To vex the genius of repose 

On Death's majestic shore. 

IV. 

No daiknesB there divides the sway 
Wittk startling dawn and dazzling day ; 



i 



And n*eet, thiDaih ihn rhnnu oT raplure i 
Which God in liia tcnijile altcnds,— 

With the lODg of all nalurc, beimdi mxA all 
Thn mice of lh«e walen ucendi! 

The bHuif, the munc, the blin of ibal *ca 
With raviihing i^iinimliy aioLe 

llirongh the alrangEr'i dork bosam, jllun 

And toa&ei and ciaLlrd lii« xniiL 
Cold, ^amny fbrobcxlLngB llien vuiiah ansy, 

^M Mmn m eaioBiea lum, 
Am dw vumm of nighi, ni the daHning of 

With iplaDdaur auu lovcUneaB bum. 

T%a itmieer repoapd tn IhP lonply Rotrcnt. 

Now imLiing at phajilonifl ^le ov : 
Whm. to! a new welmme, in nnmben ma 

Buutsd his ear lhpouj[h hiii eye ; 
It <ane to hii eye, but it went to hii aoal — 



„ . oon, newlyriiei., _^, 

A ealmnn of gold on the rnivce : 

And wild notei oT wonder the ehepheid em 
Who, dreaming, beholds in iha vbIp, 

% ton!h4ighl of glow-wonns, tho fiiineg th 
To Dunatrel^y pped in tho galo. 

Not \em to that (tmnger mysterioutly biDDj; 



Hen'dand wonder'd. ho trenibh-d 
■He OaiupoTt with lendemew vio 
m'd « the bean of b ecraph wer 
• itMt Alt ning at hu aide. 
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I ceMcd in a moment — and nothing was heaid» 
And nothing was seen through the wood, 

a fbf^ twittering cry of a fugitive bird, 

koA fhe sonset that blazed on the flood : 

« raw, fiv the shado^-s of evening grew long, 

Aad nanow the glimpses between : 

W owlet in ambush was whooping his song, 

And the gossamer waved on the green. 

Amunng, and hearkening, and turning his eye, 
He left the seqnesler'd Retreat ; 
i tbB stars in succession awoke through the sky, 
Aod the moon of the harvest shone sweet ; 
nue was her lustre, so lovely and bright. 
So soft on the Landscai^e it lay, 
1m shadows appeared but the slumber of light, 
And the nightr«cene a dream of the day. 
!e walk'd to the mansion — though silent his tongaa» 
And his heart with its fullness opprest, 

II wpmt within him melodiously sung 
The feelings that throbb'(} in Ins breast — 

3 n, who inherit this privileged spot, 

All blooming like Eden of yore, 

'hat earth can aSbrd is already your lot, 

Widi tihe pnnnise of life evermore ! 

ere, oft as to strangers your table is spread, 

BAqr angeb sit down at the board ! 

sre, oft as the poor to your dwelling are led. 

Be diarity shown to your Lord ! 

bos walkmg with God in yoiu* paradise here, 

hi humble communion of love, 

t length may jrour spirits, when Christ shall appear, 

Be caught up to glory above !" 

MONTOOmCRT. 



od 



YOtJNG 



man's 



a:] 
Iff. 

*■ 



Ye ligfatninsB, the dread arrows of the clouds ! 

Ye ngns an^ wonders of the clement ! 

Utter forth God, and fill the liills witli praise ! 

Once more, hoar mount ! with thy sky-nointing i 
Oft fiom whose feet the avolunrhe, uimeord 
Shoots downward, glittering through the pure m 
Into the depths of clouds that veil thy breast— 
Thou too again, stupendoiiH mrniiitniii ! thou 
That as I raise my head, awhile Ix)w'd low 
In adoration, upward fruni thy haso 
Slow'travelling with dim eyes Biiilused with tei 
S(demnly seemrat, Uko a va)M)ury cloud. 
To rise oefbre me — Rise, O avvr rise, 
Rwe like a cloud of incense, fn)ni the earth ! 
Thou kingly spirit throned innong tlie hills. 
Thou dread ambassador ihun eartli to liouven, 
Great Hierarch! toll thou the silent sky, 
Aikl tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun. 
Earth, with her thouKond voices, prais(>s Cod. 



COJLERID 



A BOJTS PAREWET.L TO HTS MOTHER, A 
DEPARTURE FROM HOME. 

Mother — ^I leave thy dwelling, 

Thy counsel and thy care ; 
With grief my heart is swelling 

No more in them to share ; 
Nor hear that sweet voice speaking 

When hours of joy run hi^h. 
Nor meet that mild eye seeking 

When tonow's touch comes nigh. 

Mother— I leave thy dwelling, 
And the sweet hour of prayer; 

yTith grief my heart is swelhng 
No more to meet thee there. 
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Thy faith and fervour, pleading 

m unspent tones, of love, 
Perchance my soul are leading 
^1 To better hopes above. 

* Mother — ^I leave thy dwelling: 

Oh! shall it be for ever! 
With grief my heart is swelling. 

From thee — fh)m thee — ^to sever. 
These arms, that now enfold me 

Ido closely to thy heart. 
These eyes, that now behold me, 
From all — from all — ^1 part. 

Anon. 



POWER OF MATERNAL HETY. 



"Wbeo I was a little child, (said a good old nan.) mj 
■Bother used to bid me kneel down beside her, and plaee ber 
Ittod apon my bead, while she prayed. Ere I was old enough 
to koow ber worth, she died, and I was left too mooh to my 
own guidance. Like others, 1 was inclined to evil panions, 
Init often felt myself checked, and, as it were, drawn back by 
5 >oft hand upon my head. When a young man, I trsTelied 
in foreign lands, and was exposed to many temptations ; but 
wbeo I would have yielded, that same Aand was upon mjf 
A^, and I was saved. 1 seemed to feel its pressure as in tha 
iv» of my happy infancy, and sometimes there came with it 
* voice in my heart, a voice that must be obeyed, — ' O, do not 
this wickedness, my son. nor sin against thy God.* " 



Why gaze ye on my hoaiy hairs, 
Ye children, yomig ana gay ? 

Tour locks, beneath the blast of carei, 
Will bleach as white as they. 



i 
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I had a mother onco, like yoa, 

Who o'er my pillow hung, 
Ki88*d from my cheek the briny dew, 

And taught my faltering tongue. 

She, when the nightly couch was spraad, 

Would bow my inftuit knee, 
And place her hand u{K)n ray head, 

And, kneeling, pray tor me. 

But, then, there came a frnrful day; 

I sought my mother's bod. 
Till harsh hands tore me thonce away, 

And told mc she wuh dead. 

I pluck'd a fair white rose, and stole 

To lay it by her side, 
And thought strange sloop enchain*d her lou 

For no lond voice replied. 

That eve, I knelt me down in woe, 

And said a lonely pmyor ; 
Yet still my temples seem'd to glow 

As if that hand were there. 

Years fled, and Icfl me cliildhood's joy, 
Gay sports and pastimes dear ; 

I ruse a wild and wayward l)oy. 
Who scom'd the curb of fear. 

Fierce passions shook me like a reed; 

Yet, ere at night 1 slept, 
That boH hand made my bosom bleed, 

And down I fell, and wept 

Youth came — ^the props of virtue reel'd; 

But oil, at day's decline, 
A miurble touch my brow congeal'd— 

Bless'd mother, was it thine ?— 
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In foreign lands I travell'd wide, 

My piilse was bounding high, 
Vice raread her meshes at my aide. 

And pleasure lured my eye; — 

Yet still that hafid^ so soft and cold, 

Maintained its mystic sway, 
As when, amid my curls of gold, 

With gentle force it lay. 

And with it breatlied a voice of care. 

As Irom the lowly sod, 
"My son — ^iny only one — beware ! 

Nor sin against Uiy God/' 

Ye think, perchance, that age hath stole 

My kindly warmth away, 
And dimm'd Uie tablet of the soul ;— 

Yet when, with lordly sway. 

This brow the plumed helm disfriay'd. 

That guides the warrior throng, 
Or beauty's thrilling fingers stray 'd 

These manly locks among, — 

That hallow'd touch was ne'er forgot!— 

And now, though time hath set 
His frosty seal upon my lot, 

Hiese temples feel it yet. 

And if I e*er in heaven appear, 

A mother's holy prayer, 
A moUier's hand, and gentle tear. 
That pointed to a Saviour dear, 

Have led the wanderer there. 

Mrs. Sioouuanr. 
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THE DEAD SOLIHEa 

Thine was the death that many meetr 

That many deem the best; 
To lay them down at glory's ieet 

To their eternal rest — 
For glory's glittering toy to raTe, 
And Imu the bauble in the grave! 

What 'vails it i^'hore we barter life 7 

Whether upon the plain. 
Amid the spirit-stirring strife, 

Or on the stormy main ? 
On land or sea, it is the same ; 
We die ,- and what to us is fkme 7 

Why liest thou stiff and idle there, 

Tiiy hand upon thy sword, 
While rapine shouts upon the air 

His fearl'ul si^iml-word i 
Up, up ! and jom the gathering clan 
Ot human Hends that prey on man. 

Up and away ! the squadron'd home 

Approach its fierce array ; 
They '11 mar thy poor dishonoiur'd cofae. 

And tread thy lorm away ; 
Madly o'er faint and dead they poor, 
And hoof and letlock smoke with gore. 

Thou heed'st me not ; thou hearest not 

The trumpet echoing near; 
And even the roaring cannon-shot 

Fhes soundless by thine ear : 
Thy leader shouts — away, away ! 
Ah, soldier ! tliou canst not obey I 

An hour ago thou wert all lifer 

With fiery soul and eye, 
Rushing amid the kindlmg itrift. 

To do thy best, and die— 
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And DOW a gory mass of clay 

b ■Cretch'd upon the warrior s way. 

Why are thoee trappings on thy jformf 

ifae tmmeas coma not shield 
Thy boflom from the iron storm, 

That hurtled o*er the field. 
Men fled the terrors of thy brow — 
The vulture does not fear thee now ! 

A thousand like thyself, ah me! 

Are Btreteh'd upon the ground ; 
While the glad trump of victorj: 

Is pealing round and round: 
Baikt how the victors shout and cheer! 
It matters not — the dead are here ! 

Arise ! the Paean rings aloud. 

The battle-field is won ; 
Up, up, and join the eager crowd, 

Betore the booty 's done : 
What — wilt not take the meed of toil, 
Thy share of glory and of spoil? 

Silent, and grim, and sad to view. 

Thou lieet upon the plain ; 
To bleach or fester in tne dew. 

The sun, the winds, the rain: 
What art thou now, poor luckless tool f 
A murderer's mark, a tyrant's fix)l. 

HxNRT D. Bird 



THE SAILOR'S FUNERAL. 

1 ship's bell toll'd, and slowly o'er the deck 
me forth the summon'd crew. — ^Bold, hardy 
r fimn iMr native skies, stood silent there, 

7 
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With melancholy brows. — ^From a low cknid 
That o*er the horizon hover'd, came the threat 
Of distant, mutter'd thunder. Broken waves 
Heaved up their sharp white helmets o*er die < 

pause 
Of ocean, which in brooding stillneas lay 
like some vindictive king, who meditates 
On hoarded wrongs, or wsiies the wrathful war. 

The ship's bell toU'd I — And lo, a youthful form. 
Which oft had boldly dared the shnpciy shrouds 
At midnight's watch, was as a buraen mid 
Down at his comrade's iect. — Mournful they gaxe 
Upon his hollow cheek, and some there were 
Who in that bitter hour remembcr'd well 
The parting blessing of his hoary uiro. 
And the fond tears that o'or his mother's cheek 
Went coursing down, when his gay, happy voice 
Left its farewell. — But one who nearest stood 
To that pale shrouded corse, rememher'd more : — 
Of a white cottage with its shaven lawn 
And blossom'd hedge, and of a iiiir-hair'd girl 
Who at her lattice, veil'd with woodbine, watch'd 
His last, far step, and then tum'd back to weep. 
And close that comrade in his faithfid breast 
Hid a bright chestnut lock, which the dead voutb 
Had sevcr'd with a cold and trembling hand 
In life's extremity, and bade him bear 
With broken words of love's last eloquence 
To his blest Mary. — Now that chosen friend 
Bow'd low his sun-burnt face, and like a child 
Sobb'd hi deep sorrow. 

Bat there came a tone. 
Clear as the breakirig moon o'er stormy seas— 
**Iam the Resurrection .'" — ^Every heart 
Suppress'd its grief) and every eye was raised. 
There stood the chaplain, his uncover'd brow 
Unmark'd by earthly passion, while his voice, 
Rich as the oalm from plants of paradise, 
Pour'd tfas Eternal's measago o'er ihe aoula 
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Of dying men. It was a holy hour ! 
There lay the wreck of manlv beauty, here 
Bent moufning friendship, while supporting faitfi 
Cent her strong anchor, where no wrathful mrge 
overwhelm, nor mortal foe invade. 



Then waa a plunge ! — ^The riven sea complained. 
Death from her bnny bosom took his own. 

The troubled fountains of the deep lift up 
Thrar subterranean portals, and he went 
Down to the floor (M ocean, 'mid the beds 
Of brave and beautiful ones. Yet to my soul. 
'Mid all the funeral pomp, with which this earth 
Indulgeth her dead sons, was naught so sad, 
SaUime or sorrowful, as the mute sea 
Opening her mouth to whelm that sailor youth 

Mrs. SiGOURNiT 



TftE DISOBEDIENT SON. 

"TiMPT not the sea," — ^my father said. 

His locks were white with ace. 
And low he bow'd his reverend head 

Upon the Bible's page. 
"Tempt not the sea, my William dear,' 

I heard my mother sigh. 
Saw on her furrow'd cheek the tear, 

But render'd no reply. 

That night — it vxls the last, last time! 

From my sweet home I fled, 
The sabbath-bell with evening chime 

Reproach'd my rebel tread. 
One eye there was I shunn'd to meet, 

I could not bid farewell, 
And yet its tender glance was sweet, 

How sweet, I dared not tell. 

For ah ! the sea, the sea had bound 
My heart in i^izard chain, 






too 
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ytr bin-(Hxx! knew no tuneful sornid 

L»ktf uif '«{i«nii-i»ini.-keii niain, 
.\:iii -A-it-ii '?ruht Uuicies o'er my soul 

ai ir»';iiii* "i'.eir swiiy woultl urge. 
yo\* .»c».uit: ai.- 'M:.'i'r.iro wavrs would roll 

rVuf -A '. c i.'xL K-Tv^icd surge! 

V:u: u'rt vm: "rr-a-i. -loop soa, I cro6B*d» 

V r';:i... "*»l .'T ■■»'.. 

.V.u: "v'U ". "s '.v.-iic^t bj'lows toes'd 

". iii.^'i I i.u: ".■•■r,'\! t"«r ji>v. 
.>Kv -x-U't "j'.f :u li'-.-i'ii stomi was loud, 

■.4ji.! ;t*:i"rii i •* ihe's«uaid, 
*:%ti-* f-* '. i;;:! > i thr* <4!::»iYr\' shroud, 

V Ai '<ai'.:\ ti i'. j* ;, r. Ii'w.nd. 

>• .* ;u no *^'.-'. W.iii <^.lUit^! of woe 
M'c-t "»i! : fU' ^-O'" u-.:h civsts of snow, 
>lt iii'«!c'i; •••■■■. '■' Lt .•::"•« t"":nd:ilions rock'd 
\\ *?.if A-v .. w .' i:^ ". ki' iU-moiis mock*d 

S\ iui>» -i-viv ::v >r'Si«l expanse, 

'. xs .1 % '.«.■ -At of I ^.l-lUtf. 

W*i.;t-- •AT-'ic '.-•- 1 vt.'>i 'u'l-.l their dance, 

V a: ;»i -u.ii: of!i,x"sr <i;ni:. 

V * i.iK' !K' .;:i'.\M. W.ih {.will I raved, 

WtiiU'iii:. I 'Au.i • ■■'>«- dinst. who saved 

I ■» "»•«*' :«.o ii^ir i::d iilonous sun, 
IV-K -tcM-lnru* ciiipL'M iheir wing, 
C'lii V*cr\t .''or nu* '.hw by one, 

V "iivj' ---V >»u;»" — h^r eadaiit orew 
W'.ih ;»nde mo %Ka\e« d:«l srem. 

>i>i teineiu ol' iui^uu»h wilder grew, 
\% hrtft ««!« cihMe •hncks to ihem f 
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Wrecks pass'd me by. I floated still 

A cold and helpless form, 
Impell'd by Ocean's tyrant will, 

An atom 'mid tlie storm. 
Strange visions rack'd my reeling brain, 

Unearthly forms did rise, 
And upwani through the glassy main, 

1 met my true-love's eyes. 

Tom hair, methought. Tike rays of light, 

Fell round me on the flood, 
I knew my father's locks so white — 

Who tinged thqee locks v\ith blood t 
A cottage with its peaceful thatch 
, And taper'd casement glow'd. 
My shudaering hand essay'd the latch. 

But burning 'lava flow'a. 

Close to my ear a monster sung, 

(Jreen from the creeping slime, 
And with his red, protruded tongue 

Iliss'd at me fur my crime. 
"Is there no grave of rest," I cried, 

" Down in the dark, deep sea ?" 
His hideous jaws he open'd wide— 

•♦ }\'here is the rest for thee ?" 

But lo ! there came a spectre-boat, 

I hail'U not — made no sien. 
Yet o'er the wave I ceased to float, 

Nor felt the whelming brine. 
I waked — how long hacf been my deep! 

How dreamless my repose! 
Strange faces seem'd the watch to keep, 

They were my country's foes. 

In foreign climes the yoke I bore, 

Stem Slavery's lot I knew, 
Heaven heard : and toward my native ahorek 

My parents' home, I drew. 
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Where was my hoary sire 7 They told 

How soon ms race was run. 
And how he sought his pillow cold, 

Ijunenting for nis son. 

Shudderirig I tum*d me toward the oot^ 

Which in my crime I loft, 
There was my widow'd mother's lot 

Of sight and joy bereft. 
But wfa^ was bending o'er her bed, 

With voire like pity's dove ? 
Those were the eyes whose glance I fled— 

That was my own true love. 

. The thraldom of my sin was broke, 
I knelt me bv her side, 
The priest the hallow'd words hath spoke, 

And blest her as my bride. 
My step, my blinded mother hails, 

1 toil'd w'ith spirit free, 
And only in my fireside tales 
Recall the treacherous sea. 

Mrs. Sioournkt. 



ELIJAH'S INTERVIEW. 

On Iloreb's rock the prophet stood — 

The Lord before him poss'd ; 
A hurricane in angry mood 

Swept by him strong and fast; 
The forest fell before its force, 
The rocks were shiver'd in its course ; 

God was not in the blast ; 
*Twas but the whirlwind of his breath. 
Announcing danger, wreck and dee^. 

It ceased. The air grew mute — a doud 

Came, muffting up the sun. 
When, through the mountain, deep and krad, 

An earthquake thunder'd on; 
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f 

he fiij^ted eagle sprang in air, 
be wobf ran Iwwling fi^ his lair , 
God was not in the storm ; 
Twas bat the rolling of his car, 
"he trampling of his steeds fiom £u. , 

Pwas still asaan — and Nature stood 

And calm'd her ruffled fiarae ; 
iHien swift finom heaven a fiery flood 

To earth devouring came ; 
town to the depth the ocean fled,-~ 
lie sickening sun look'd wan and dead , 

Yet God fill'd not the flame ; 
Fwas but tile terror of his eye 
"hat lighten'd through the troubled sky. 

U lairt a voice, all still and small, 

Rose sweetly on the ear ; 
Tet roee so shrill and clear, that all 

In heaven and earth might hear ; 
t spoke of peace, it spoke of love, 
t spoke as angels speak above ; 

And <jod hrniself was there ; 
'or O ! it was a father* 8 voice, 
liat bade the tremblmg heart rejoice. 

Campbxll 



AFTER A TEMPEST. 

B day had been a day of vdnd and storm ; — 
lie wind was laid, the storm was overpass'd, 
i, stooping from the zenith, bright and warm, 
ihone me great sun on the wide earth at last 
stood upon the upland slope, and cast 
eye upon a broaa and beauteous scene, 
Vhere the great plain lay girt by mountaini Tflrt, 
d hills o'er bills lifted their heads of green, 
th plftjgant vales sooop'd out, and viUaget betwMBu 
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The reiD-dropi glisten'd on the treet aroood, \ 

Whose Bhodoui on the tall gran were not ftiir'dt \ 
Save when a shower of diamonds, to the sioimd, j 

Was shaken l^ the flight of startled bird ; ! 

For birds were warbling round, and beei ^ran 
heard 
About the flowers ; the cheerful rivulet sung 

And gossiped, as he hosten'd ocean- ward ; 
To the gray oak, the squirrel, chiding, clung, 
And, chirping, from the ground the grasshopper op* 
spiling. 

And from beneath the leaves, that kept them dry, 

Flew many a glittering insect here and there, 
And darted up and down the butterfly, 

That seem'd a living bloesom of the air. 

The flocks came scattering from the thicket, when 
The violent rain had pent them ; in the way 

StroU'd groups of damsels fiolicsome and fair; 
The farmer swung the scythe or tum'd the hay. 
And 'twixt the heavy swaths his children were at play. 

It was a scene of peace — and, like a spell. 

Did that serene and golden sunlight &11 
Upon the motionless wood that domed the dell. 

And precipice upspringing like a wall, 

And glassy river, and wffite water-jGoll, 
And happy living tilings that trod the bright 

And beauteous sceuo ; while, far beyoiKi than all, 
On many a lovely valley, out of sight, 
Was pour'd from the blue heavens the same soft 
golden light. 

I look'd, and thought the quiet of the scene 
An emblem of the peace that yet shall be. 

When o'er earth's continents, ana isles between. 
The noiso of war shall cease from sea to sea. 
And mnrried nations dwell in harmony ; 

When millions, crouching in the dust to one, 
No more shall beg their lives on bended knee. 

Nor the black stake be dress'd, nor in the sun 

The o'erlabour'd captive toil, and wish hit lift wvn 
done. 
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Foo kng at cladi of arms amid her bowers, 
And pools of blood, the earth has stood affhest, 

The lux earth, that should only blush with nowen 
And ruddy fruits ; but not for aye can last 
The storm ; and sweet the sunshine when 'tis past; 

Ia, tiie clouds roll away — they break — ^they fly, 
And, like the glorious light of summer, cast 

O'er die wide landscape from the embracing sky, 

Oq all the peaceful world the smile of heaven shall 

lie. 

Bryant. 



^ 



THE BUCKET. 

How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood. 

When fimd recollection presents them to view! 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild wood, 

And every loved spot which my infancy knew ; 
The wide-spreading pond, and the mill which stood 
by it. 

The bridge, and the rock where the cataract fell; 
Hie cot of my father, the dairy-house ni^h it. 

And e'en the rude bucket which hung m the well ! 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 
The moBs-cover'd bucket, which hung in the well. 

That moes-cover'd vessel I hail as a treasure ; 

For oflen, at noon, when retum'd from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, 

T\iB purest and sweetest that Nature can 3rield. 
How ardent 1 seized it, with hands that were glow- 
mg! 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell ; 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing. 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well! 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 
"niA mosB-cover'd bucket arose firom the well. 

How sweet from the green mossy brim to receive i^ 
As poised on the curb it inclined to my lips! 
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Now tfaroajrh the booth kmd hiaeet ran, 
I9br cmded till the show began. 
The tmaJUer whirls the ffip^p round, 
Widi KiiBenets he diakee the ground ; 
Hie cord beneath the diuicer springs ; 
.Aloft in air the vaulter swings; 
Distorted now, now p^one depends, 
Now through his twisted arms ascends ; 
Vbe crowd, in wonder and delight. 
With clapping hands applaud the sight 
With siniles, quoth Pug, ** If pranks like these 

The giant apes of reason please, 

How would they wonder at our arts? 

They must adore us for our parts. 

Hi^ on the twig IWe seen you cling, 

nay, twist, and turn, in airy ring : 

How can tiiose clumsy things, hke me, 

Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 

But yet, by this applause, we find 

These emulators ot our kind 

I^scem our worth, our parts regard. 

Who our mean mimics thus roward." 
" Brother (the grinning mate rofdies), 

hi this I grant that man is wise : 

While gwd example they pursue. 

We must allow scnne praise is due; 

Bat when they strain oeyond their guide, 

I laugh to scorn the mimic pride ; 

For how fantastic is the sight. 

To meet men always bolt upright. 

Because we sometimes walk on two ! 

I hate the imitating crew." 

Gat. 



THE TROSACHS. 

^Bni'a not a nook within this solemn pass, 
w were an apt confessional for one 
t^Mf^t b^ his summer spent, his autumn gODe> 
tW life is but a tale of morning grass, 



i 
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^ther'd at eve. From scenes of art tliat diaie 
That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyei 
Feed it 'mid Nature's ok] iclicities, 
Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear AiB , 

elass 
Untoucn'd, imbreath'd upon. Thrice happjr guei^ ' 
If from a golden perch of OBpen spray ] 

(October's workmannhip to rival May) j 

The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast j 

This moral sweeten by a henven-taught lay, ' 

Lulling the year with all its cares, to rest 

WOROSW0RTE> 



EVENING VOLUNTARY. ' 

Calm is the fragrant air, and loth to loae 

Day*s grateful warmth, though moist with Mini 

dews. 
Look for the stars, yon '11 say that there are iMme; 
Look up a second time, and, one by one. 
You mark them twinkling out with silvery light, 
And wonder how they could elude the .sight 
The birds, of late so noisy in their powers. 
Warbled awhile with faint and fiiinter powers, 
But are now silent as the dim-seen flowers ; 
Nor docs the village chnrch-olock's iron tone 
The town's and season's influence disouTi ; 
Nine beats distinctly to each other bound 
In drowsy sc<iuencc ; how unlike the sound 
That, in rough winter, oft inflicts a fear 
On fireside listeners, doubting what they hear I 
The shephonl, bent on rising with the sun, 
Had closed his door before the day was done. 
And now with thankful heart to bed doth creeps 
And join his little children in their sleep, 
The bat, lured from where trees the lane o'erdudfl^ 
Flits and reflils along the close arcade: 
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lid the dor-hawk chases the white moth 
nning note, which Industry and Sloth 
wth he pleased with, for it suits them hoth. 
and the tread o£ hoots are heard no more : 
It ^ere was, but it will touch the shore 
e next dipping of its slackened oar; 
lund, that, for the gayest of the gay, 
live to serious thoughts a moment's sway, 
It token of man's toilsome day ! 

Wordsworth. 



THE POWER OF SOUND. 

adiong streams, and fountains, 

!Tiee, Invisible Spirit, with untired powers; 

ff the wakeful tent on Syrian mountains, 

Si perchance ten thousand thousand flowcn. 

ar, the prowling lion's Here lam, 

arful to the desert wide! 

eat, how tender ! of the dam 

a straggler to her side. 

mckoo, let the vernal soul 

I thee to the frozen zone ; 

m thy lofbest perch, lone bell-bini, toll ! 

itill hour to mercy dear,— 

from her twilight throne 

ig to nun's faint sob of holy fear, 

•rs prayer breathed fiom a darkening leay 

m*» cottage lollaby. 

» the song that brightens 

nd man's gloom, exalts the veteran's mirth: 

i*d die peasant's whistling breath, that lij^teiif 

eouB tod of furrowing the gre«i earth. 

tired slave, song lifts the luiguid oar, 

Is it aptly fidl, with chime 

sautifiet the fiureit ihore, 
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And mitigates the harehest clime. 

Yon pilgriroa see^ — in lagging file 

They move ; but soon the appointed way 

A choral Ave Maria shall beguile, 

And to their hope the distant shrine 

Glisten with a livelier ray : 

Nor friendless he, the prisoner of the mine^ 

Who from the wcli-fc])ring of his own clear 

Can draw, and sing liis griefs to rest 



The pipe of Pan, to shepherds 

Coucn'd in tlie shadow of Mennlian pines. 

Was passing sweet ; the eyrtiulls of tne Icopardif 

That m high triumpli drew the lord of vines, 

Ifow did they sparkle to the cymliars clang! 

While fauns and satyrs beat the ground 

In cadence, — and Silonus Hwung 

This way and that, with wild ilowcra crownU 

To life, to life give back thine oar; 

Ye who are lon^ng to be rid 

Of fable, thoi]gh to tnith sulmcrvicnt, hear 

The sprinkling of cold cartli that fell 

Echoed fn)m tne coflln lid ; 

The convict's Hiimtnons in the steeple knell; 

"The vain distress gun," from the leeward ahoN^ 

Repeated — hoard, and heard no more! 

For terror, joy, or pity. 

Vast is the compass and the swell of notes ; 

From the babe's first cry to voice of r^pal city» 

Ilolling a solemn, sea-hkc bass, that floats 

Far as the woodlands — with tlie thrill to blend 

()f that shy songstress, whose love-tale 

Might tempt an angel to de8<:end. 

While hovering o'er the moonlight vale. 

() ibr some sord-aflectuig scheme 

Of moral music^ to unite 

Wanderers whose portion is the faintest dreun 

Of memory !— O ihai they might stoop to bear 
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(^^laioi, such jirecious chains of sight 
As labonr'd minstrekies through ages wear! 
Ofiira balance fit the truth to tell 
Of the unsubstantial ponder'd i^ell! 

******* 

^^ feith into thanksgiving, 

i^e banded instruments of umd and chords; 

Unite to magnify the Ever-living, 

Your inarticulate notes with the voice of words ! 

Norhush'd be service from the lowing mead, 

JKor mute the forest hum of noon ; 

^^ too be heard, lone Eagle ! freed 

l^^nm snowy peak and cloud, attune 

Th^ hungry barkings to the hymn 

^jo^, tOAt from her utmost w alls 

^ six-days' work, by Aaming seraphim, 

^Wismits to heaven. As deep to deep * 

Snating through one valley calls, 

All worlds, all natures, mood and measure keep 

For praise and ceaseless gratulation, pour'd 

Into the ear of God, their Lord ! 

^ TQoe to Light gave Being ; 

To'fime, and man his rarth-bom chronicler; 

A Voice shall finish doubt and dim foreseeing, 

j^ sweep away hfe's visionary stir : 

The trumpet (we, intoxicate with pride, 

^fVi at its blast for deadly wars,) 

^ archangelic lips applied, 

f^ grave shall open, quench the stars. 

silenced are man's noisy years 

1*^0 more than moments of my hfe ! 

"Harmony, blest queen of smiles and tears, 

^ith her smooth tones and discords just 

^mper'd into rapturous strife, 

lay destined bond-slave? No! though eardi be 

dust 
u)d vanish, though the heaven dissolve, her stay 
i in the Woeud, that shall not pass away. 

Wordsworth 



DEVOTIONAL INCITEMEIfr 

AiAi! the nnctitiea corulniied 
^ sit 10 nnKiiaualizs Ihe mind, 
Decar and languish ; or, as creeds 
And humours change, are spuni'd like ' 
The solemn riles, tho bwIiiI tbrms, 
Fountior amid fanatic stoTnis ; 
The prieetB ore rnun their alton thrust, 
The lempln Icvell'd with the dusi; 
Yet evBiTOore, through yean renew'd. 
In tmdisnu'bed vici -"- 



The glory of the sun's bright headj 
Still coiutiuit in hec worahip, still 
Conibnning to the Almigh^ WiU, 
Whether men sow or leap the fields, 



not by bread ak 
mt a hand of fl< 



That every day should leave some 

Free for a sabbath of the heart ; 

So shall the sevetith be truly blest, 



lib be truly Meat, 
!. with hallow'd reat 
WoKSn 



BOOK OF POKTRr. 113 

TO A CHILD. 

K vioucT spiingmg in the shade, 

A tone or music waking 
Fran the leafM bough, or grasy blade, 

In the soil breezes shaking : 
A ray of starlight trembling o'er 

The dusk &ce of a sleeping sea — 
WhaU of such wild dehghts, can more, 

Sweetest of sweets, resemble thee ? 
Art not thyself a violet ? 

Is not the breezy music thine ? 
Or e*er in ether ghmmer'd yet 

A star more pure or more divine ? 

Hioo steal'st upon my heart, as steals 

A shadow on the plain, 
And my heart darkens, yet it feels 

A aaddenin^ ioy, not pain ; 
Badness, to think a world of woe 
For such a spirit is spread around. 

And joy, in such a world, to know 
A sprit so heavenly is found, — 

A cherub for a moment given, 
To teach weak man what oeing's worth; 

Ever to keep his thoughts on neaven, 
Tet smooth the chain that binds to earth. 



Be happy, for thou makest us 

It is enough to see 
The radiance of thy iace, to know 

A pure felici^ : 
He sight of innocence and love, 

Garb'd in the light of childish jrearn^— 
This is the better spell to prove 

An antidote to tears. 
Wend through the world, nor fear its 

Thy path with flowers shall shine. 
For men will steal the sweets from thein, 

To strew them over thine. 

Dr. Bold. 
8 
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RICHARD MONDAY. 

To name an infent meet oiir villagewnres, 
Aasembled all, as such event requires ; 
Frequent and full, the ruml ki^ob gate, 
And speakers many urgetl the lone debate,— 
Some nardeu'd knaves, who n»vftd the f-oimtrf iwiod, 
Had Icrt a biiln* within tl)o |>»rish-bonnd. 
First, of the liint they quePlion'd — " Was it tmeT 
The cliild was brought — "What tlien remain'd 

to do r 
*' Was 't dead or living ?" Tliis was fairly jwovedr- 
T was pinch'd, it mor'd, and c\'or\' douot removed. 
Then by what name tli' liiivvrlcoiiie criioft to call 
Was long a auesUon, and it jtoited them oil; 
For he who lent it to a I)alic unknown, 
Censorious men might take it for his own : 
They look'd about, they gravely siwko lo all, 
And not one Richard ansvvcr'd to Uie call. 
Next they inquired the day, when, passing by, 
Th' unlucky peasant heard the utrunger's cry. 
This known,— how food and raiment they might give> 
Was next debated — for the rogue would' live : 
At last, with all their words and work content, 
Back to their homes the prudent vestry went. 
And Richard Monday to the workhouse sent 
There was he pinch'd and pitied, thiimp'd and fed« 
And duly took liis beatings and his bread ; 
P&tient in ail control, in all abuse, 
lie found contempts and kickings have their vie; 
Sad, silent, supple ; l)ending to the blow, 
A slave of slaves, tlie lowest of the low ; 
His pliant soul gave way to all things hose, 
He knew no shame, he dreaded no disgrace. 
It ieem'd, so well his passions he suppress'd. 
No feelinjg stirr'd his ever-torpid breast: 
Him might the meanest imuiicr bmiiie and cheat, 
He was a footstool for the beggar's ieet ; 
His were the legs that ran at all comnuuidii; 
They used on all occasions Richard's hands ; 
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eiy soul was not his own ; he stole 
hers order'd, and without a dole ; 
dinmtes, on either part h« lied, 
ieely pledged his oath on either side ; 
rebellions Richard join'd the rest, 
detections Richard first confess'd: 
hough disgraced, he watch'd his time so well, 
se in favour, when in &me he fell ; 
was his usage, vile his whole employ, 
ill despised and fed the pUant boy. 
iffth, ** 't is time he should abroad, be sent," 
vvhisper'd near him, — and abroad he went ; 
xmi they call'd him, Richard answer'd not; 
deem'd nim hanging, and in time forgot, — 
liss'd him long, as each throughout the clan, 
I he ** had better spared a better man." 

Richard's talents for the world were fit, 
no small cunning, and had some small wit ; 
hat calm look which seera'd to all assent, 
hat complacent speech which nothing meant 
but one care, ana that he strove to hide, 
best for Richard Monday to provide, 
through opposing plates, the magnet draws, 
rteely atoms culls from dust and straws ; 
has our hero, to his interest true, 
through all bars and from each trifle drew ; 
ill more surely round the world to go, 
Cc»rtune'8 child had neither friend nor foe. 

lost to us, at last our man we trace, — 
ichaid Monday died at Monday-place. 

Crabbx 



AUTUMN. 

William, nay, not so; the changefbl year 
its due successions to my sight 
nts but varied beauties, transient all, 
I their season good. These ftding leavet 
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That with their rich variety of hues 

Make yonder forest in the slanting sun 

So beautiful, in you awake the thought 

Of winter, cold, drear winter, when these trees, 

Each like a floshless skeleton, shall stretch 

Its bare brown boughs; when not a flower dull 

spread 
Its colours to the day, and not a bird 
Carol its joyance, — out all nature wear 
One sullen aspect, bleak and desolate. 
To eye, ear, feeling, comfortless alike. 

To me their many-colour'd beauties speak 

Of times of mcmment and feslival, 

The year's best holiday : 1 cull to mind 

The schoolboy days, when in the folUng leaves 

I saw with eager noiK? the pleasant sign 

Of coming Christmas, when at mom I took 

My wooden calendar, and coimting up 

Once more its of)en-told aeeount, smoolh'd off 

Each day with more delight the daily notch. 

To vou the beauties of ttie autumnaiyenr 

Make mournful emblems, jmd you ihmk of man 

Doom'd to the grave's long winter, spirit-broke. 

Bending beneatn the burden of his years, 

Sense-duird and fretful, " full of ncncs and pains," 

Yet clinging still to life. To me they show 

The calm decay of nature, when the mind 

Retains its strength, and in the languid eye 

Religion's holy hopes kindle a joy 

That makes old age look lovely. All to you 

Is dark and cheerless ; you in this fair world 

See some destroyuig principle abroad. 

Air, earth, and water, full of living tilings, 

Each on the other preying ; and the ways 

Of man, a stmnge perplexing labyrinth. 

Where crimes and miseries, each producing each, 

Render life loathsome, and destroy the hope 

That should in death bring comfort. Oh, my frieDd 

That thy &ith were as mine ! that thou couidst 
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dll producing life, and evil still 
j;it8 own destruction; couldst behold 
fes and tumults of this troubled world 
B atrong eye that sees the promised day 
m>ugh this night of tempest I all things then 
ninister to jo)' ; then should thine heart 
d and harmonized, and thou shouldst feel 
ira}'8, every-where, and ail in all. 

SOUTHEY. 



SEASONS OF PRAYER. 

er! to prayer! — ^for the morning breaks, 
th in her Maker's smile awakes, 
t is on all, below and above — 
it of gladness, and life, and love, 
n, on the breath of this early air, 
ward the incense of grateful prayer. 

er ! — for the glorious sun is gone, 

I gathering darkness of night comes on. 

urtain irom God's kind hand it flows, 

e the couch where his children repose. 

leel, while the watchine stars are bright, 

e your last thoughts to Uie Guardian of night 

er! — for the day that God has blest 
ranquilly on with its welcome rest. 
8 of creation's esurly bloom, 
) of the Prince who burst the tomb, 
immon the spirit's exalted powers, 
^ote to Heaven the hailow'd hours. 

re smiles and tears in the mother's eyeB, 

new-bom infant beside her lies. 

ir of bliss ! when the heart o'erflows 

pture a mother only knows : 

ish forth in words of fervent prayer; 

veil up to Heaven for her precioua cue. 
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There are smiles and tears in that gathering band. 
Where the heart is pledged with the trembhnghaOiL 
What trying Uioughts in her bcmom swell, 
As die hrido bids parents and home farewell ! 
Kneel down by the side of the tearful fair, 
And strengthen the perilous lionr with prayor. 
Kneel down by the dyinir sinnor's side. 
And pray tor His soul, through him who died. 
Largo dfoiw of unKui»<h are thick on his brow!— 
Oh ! what arc earlh and its pleasures now ? 
And what shall aKsuage his dark despair, 
But the ponilenl cry of humble prayer ? 

Kneel down at the couch of doiwirting faith. 
And hear the last words the belicvor saith. 
He has bidden adieu to his earthly friends; 
There is peace in his eye, that upward bends: 
IMiere is ix^ace in his calm, confiding air ; 
For his last thoughts arc (iod's — his last wordir 
pmyer. 

1*he voice of prayer at the sable bier ! — 
A voice to sustain, to soothe, and to cheer. 
It commends the spirit to (a(xl who gave : 
rt lilts the thoughts from the cold, dark grave ; 
It points to the glory where he shall reign, 
Wno whisjwr'd, "Thy brother shall rise again." 

The voice of prayer in the world of bliss !— 
But gladder, purer, than rose from this. 
The ransom'u shout to their glorious King, 
Where no scnrow shades the soul as they liiig; 
But a sinless and joyous song they raise, 
And their voice of prayer is eternal praise. 

Awake ! awake ! and gird up thy strength. 

To join that holy banu at length. 

To Him, who unceasing love displays, 

Whom the powers of nature unceasingly prane, 

To Him thy heart and thy hoiu:8 be given ; 

For a life of prayer is the life of heaven. 

Wari. 
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DFRGE FOR THE YEAR. 

Orphan hours, the year is dead. 
Come aiid sigh, come and weep ! 

Merry hours, smile instead. 
For the year is but asleep. 

See, it smiles as it is slecpmg, 

Mocking your untimely weeping. 

As an earthquake rocks a corse, 

In its coflin in the clay, 
So white winter, that roiigji nurse. 

Rocks — ^tlie death-cold year to-day ; 
Solemn hours, wail aloua, 
For your mother in her shroud. 

As the wild air stirs and sways, 
The tree-swung cradle of a child, 

So the breath of these ruder days, 
Rocks the year; — be calm and mild, 

Te trembling hours, she will arise. 

With new love within her eyes. 

January gray is here, 

like a sexton by her grave ; 
February bears the bier, 

March with grief doth howl and rave ; 
And April weeps — but, O, ve hours. 
Follow with May's fairest dowers ! 

Shellxt. 



WEDDED LOVE. 

fiuT, happy they ! the happiest of their kind, 
Whom gentle stars unite ; and in one fate 
Their hearta, their fortunes, and their beingi faleod> 
Tis not the coarser tie of human laws. 
Unnatural oft, and fiHreign to the mind. 
That binds their peace, but harmony ilwlC 
Attuning all their passions into love ; 
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Where fiiendship full exerts her softest power, 

Perfect esteem, enlivcn'd by desire 

Ineffiiblo and sympathy of soul : 

Thoudit mcctiiig thought, and will preventiiig will* 

With ooundloiw confidence ; for naught but love 

Can answer love, and render bliss secure. 

Thomsok. 



CALAMITY. 

MinuNKS if ye would know 

How visitations of calamity 

Aflbct the pious soul, 'tis shown ye here ! 

Look yonder at that cloud which, through the iky 

Sailing along, doth cross in her career 

The rolling moon ! I watch'd it as it came, 

And deem d the deep opaque would blot her beami; 

But, melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 

In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 

The orb with richer beauties Xb&n her own ; 

Then passing, leaves her in her light serene I 

SouTBir. 

GREECE. 
Thx chieft whose dust around him slumber'd. 

TTiey fell devoted, but undying ; 
The very gale their names seem'd sighing; 
The waters murmiir'd of thoir name ; 
The woods were peopled with their fame ; 
The silent pillar, lone and gray, 
Claimed kindred with their sacred clay; 
Their spirits wrapt the dusky mountain, 
Their memory smrkled o*er the fotmtain; 
The meanest rill, tlie mightiest river, 
Roll*d mingling with their fame &r ever. 
Despite or every yoke she bears, 
That land is glory's still, and thein ! 
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itill a watch- word to the earth : 
1 man would do a deed of worth, 
3int8 to Greece, and turns to tread, 
QCtioD'd, on the tyrant's head : 
oks to her, and rushes on, 
re life is lust, or freedom won. 



Bteon. 



THE COURT OF DEATH. 



ATH, on a solemn night of state, 

ail his pomp of terror sate : 

' attenaants of his gloomy reign, 

ea«es dire, a ghastly train, 

)wd the vast court With hollow tone 

ioice thus thunder'o from the throne : 

his night our minister we name ; 

t every servant speak his claim ; 

rit shall bear this ebon wand." 

, at the word, stretch'd forth their hand 

^er, with burning heat possessed, 

vanced, and ibr the wand address'd : 

to the weekly bills appeal, 

; those express my fervent zeal ; 

every slight occasion near, 

th violence I persevere." 

It Gout appears with limping pace, 
ads how he shifts from place to place ; 
<m head to foot how swift he fli^ 
d every joint and sinew phes ; 
1 working when he seems suppreas'd, 
oost tenacious stubborn guest 

laggard Spectre from the crew 
WIS ibrth, and thus asserts his dud : 
B I who taint the sweetest joy, 
i m the shape of Love destroy : 
shanks, sunk eyes, and noseless ftce, 
ve my pretension to the place." 
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Stoiio urged his ovor-irrwviiif? force ; 
And next, ('onsiimptinn a meagre corse, 
With feeble voice, that scarce was heard, 
Broke with short coughs, his suit preferr'd: 
" Let none object my lingering way, 
I gain, like Fabiu?, by delay ; 
Fatigue and wcnken every foe 
By long attack, secure, though slow." 

Plague represents his rapid iwwer, 
Wlio thinn'd a nation iti an Iiour. 

All spoke their claim, and hoiMvl the wand.- 
IVow expectation hush'd the band, 
Wiion thus llie mnnan*h from the throne: 
** Merit was ever m(xl(wt known. 
What, no plivslcian sjKMik his right? 
None hero! but icon their toils requite. 
Let then intemperance take the wand, 
Who fills with gold tiieir zealous hand 
You, Fever, (Jout, and all the rest, 
(Whom wary men, as fi>ea, detest) 
Forego yourcdaim; no more pretend; 
Intemperance is esteem'd a friend ; 
He sharcis their mirth, tlieir social jo}'8, 
And as a courted guest destnws : 
The charge on him must justly fall, 
Who finds employment for you all.** 

Ga 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

Child of the sim! pursue thy rapturoufi flight, 
Mingling with her thou lr>v'st in fields of light; 
And, where tlie flowers of paradise unfold. 
Quaff fragrant nectar from their cups of gold, 
There slidl thy wings, rich as an evening sky, 
Expand and shut in silent ecstasy. 
——Yet wcrt thou once a worm, a thing that ci 
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb, and sk 
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Aod mch ia man ; soon from his cell of clay 
To bunt a seraph in the blaze of day. 

ROGI&S. 



THE BELLE OF THE BTALL— AN EVERY- 
DAY CHARACTER. 

Years— years ago— ere yet my dreams 

Had been of being wise or witty ; 
Ere I had done with writing themes, 

Or yawn'd o'er this infernal Chitty : 
Tears— years ago — while all mv joy 

Was in my fowling-piece and: filly ; 
In short, while I was yet a bov, 

I fell in love with Laura Lily. 

Isaw her at the connty ball — 

There, when the sound of flute and fiddle 
Gave signal sweet in that old hall, 

Of hands across and down the middle. 
Hers was the subtlest spell by far 

Of all that set young hearts romancing. 
She was our queen, our rose, our star ; 

And then she danced — oh, heaven! her dancing! 

Dark was her hair ; her hand was white ; 

Her voice was exquisitely tender; 
Her eyes were full of liquid light; 

I never saw a waist so slender ; 
Her every look, her every smile. 

Shot right and left a score of arrows; 
I thought 't was Venus from her isle, 

And wonder'd where she lefl her spanowB. 

Sbe talk'd of poUtics or prayers ; 

Of Southey^s prose, or Wordsworth's sonneli; 
Of danglers, or of dancing bears ; 

Of battles, or the last new bonxieta. 
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By candle-light, at twelve o'clock, 

To me— it matler'd not a tiitlo ; 
If thoflo bright lips had quoted ]/>cke, 

I might Imvc tliought tlicy murnmr'd Little. 

Through sunny May, through sultry June, 

I loved her wiih a love eiomal ; 
I spoke her pniiHt*a lo the moon, 

1 wrote tliem to the Sunday Journal. 
My motiier laugh'd ; 1 soon found out 

That an(Ment ladies have no feeling; 
My father frown'd ; but how should gout 

Find any happiness in kneeling ? 

She was the daughter of a dean. 

Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic ; 
She had one bmther, just thirteen, 

Whose colour was extremely hectic; 
Her grand-mother, for many a year, 

H(ul fed the parish with her bounty; 
Her second cousin was a peer, 

And lord-lieutenant of the county. 

But titles, and the three per cents. 

And mortgages, and ^reat relations. 
And India bonds, and tfthes and rents, 

Oh, what are they to love's sensations ? 
Black eyes, fair f()rehead, clustering locks, 

Such weahh, such honours, Cupid chooses; 
He cares as little for tlie stcx'ks, 

As Baron Uothscluld lor tlie muses. 

She sketched ; the vale, the wood, the beach, 

Grow lovelier from her pcncifs shading: 
She botanized ; I envied each 

Young blossom in her boudoir fading: 
She warnled Handel; it was grand — 

She made the Catalani jealous ; 
She touch'd Uie organ, I could stand 

For hours and hours to blow the bellowi. 
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in album, too, at home, 
I'd with all an album's glories: 
of butterflies and Rome, 
) for trimming, Persian stories; 
to Julia's cockatoo, 
)des to famine and to slaughter; 
praphs of Prince Leboo, 
;ipes for elder water. 

VBS flattcr'd, worshipp'd, bored; 

IB were watch'd, her dress was noted ; 

e dog was (juitc adored ; 

ings were extremely quoted. 

'd, and ever)- heart was glad, 

e taxes were aboiish'd ; 

.'d, and ever>' look was sad, 

e opera were demolish'd. 

I on many, just f()r fun — 
that there wae notliing in it; 
first, the only one 
rt had thought of for a minute : 
for she told nie so, 
« which was divinely moulded ; 
a channing hand ; and, oh ! 
eetly all her notes were folded! 

vas like most other loves — 
glow, a little shiver; 
and a pair of gloves, 
ly not yet" upon the river; 
ousy of some one's heir, 
•pes of dying broken-hearted ; 
re, a lock of hair, 
al vows, and then we parted. 

— months and years roll 'd by; 
again four summers alter; — 
g was all sob and sigh — 
)ting was all mirth and laughter; 



J 
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For, in mv heart's moet secret coll, 
There bad been many other lodgers ; 

And she was not the boll-room's belle, 
Bat only Mrs. Something Rogers." 

Ahok 



SONG OF MARION'S MEN. 



The exploits of General Francis Marionitbe famooi 
san warrior of South Carolina, form an interesting port 
the annals of the American revolution. The BriUA 
were so harassed by the irregular warfare which he kepi 
the head of a few daring folio wen, that they sent an ofl 
remonstrate with him for not coming into the open fiel 
fighting, to use their expression, "like a gentlemaa 
ChrisUan." 



Our band is few, but true and tried, 

Our leader frank and bold ; 
The BritiRh soldier trembles 

When Marion's name is told. 
Our fortress is the good grocn-wood, 

Oiu" tent the cypress tree ; 
We know the forest round us, 

As seamen know the sea. 
We know its walls of thorny vines. 

Its glades of reedy grtiss, 
Its safe and silent islands 

Within the dark morass. 

Woe to the English soldiery. 

That little dread us near ! 
On them shall light, at midnight, 

A stranee and sudden fear : 
When waKing to their tents on fire 

They grasp their arms in vain. 
And they who stand to*face us 

Are beat to earth again; 
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And they vfho Ay in terror, deem 

A mignty host behind. 
And hear the tramp of thousands 

Upon the hollow wind. 

Then sweet the hour that brings release 

From danger and from toil : 
We talk the battle over, 

And share the battle's spoil. 
The woodland rings with laugh and shout. 

As if a hunt were up, 
And woodland flowers arc gathcr'd 

To crown the soldier's cup. 
With merry songs we mock the wind 

That in the pine-top grieves, 
And slumber, long and sweetly, 

On beds of oaken leaves. 

Well knows the fair and friendly moon 

The band that Marion leads — 
The glitter of their rifles, 

The scampering of their steeds. 
T is Ufe our fiery barbs to guide 

Across the moonlit plains; 
Tis life to feel the night- wind 

That liils their tosshig manes. 
A moment in the British camp— 

A moment — and away 
Back to the pathless forest, 

Before the peep of day. 

Grave men there are l^ broad Santee» 

Grave men with hoary hairs. 
Their hearts are all vyitn Marion, 

For Marion are their prayers. 
And lovely ladies greet our band, 

With kindliest welcoming, 
With smiles like those of summer, 

And tears like those of spring. 
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For them wo wear tliese trusty annif 
And lay them down no more 

Till we have driven the Briton, 
For ever, from our shore. 

Bryant. 



THE WIFE. 



"How much the wife is dearer than thnhriitr* 

Lord Lyttktt*- 

She stood beside hira, in the spring-tide hour 
When Hymen lit with nmiles the nuptial bower, 
A downcast, trembling girl ; — whose pulse wasftin 
By the least murmur, like a frightened bird ; 
Timid, and shrinking from each stranger's gaze. 
And blushing when she hoard ilie voice ot praise; 
She clung to him as some superior thing, 
And soar d aloft upon his stronger wing! 
Now mark the change : — wiien storm-clouds gatb 

fast, 
And man, creation's lord, l)efore the blast 
Shrinks like a parched scroll or withering ieaS, 
J^nd turns revolting from the face of grief— 
nTien, in despair, his scarce upUfted eye 
Sees foes who linger, fancied friends who fly — 
Woman steps form, and boldly braves the shock, 
Firm to his mterests as the granite rock ; 
She stems the wave, unshnnking meets the storm, 
And wears his guardian angers earthly form ! 
And if she cannot check the tciniicst's course. 
She points a shelter from its whelming force ! 
When envy's sneer would coldly blight his name, 
And busy tcmgues are sjiorting with his fame, 
Who solves each doubt — clears every mist away, 
And makes him radiant in the face of day ? 
She who would peril fortune, fame, and life. 
For man, the ingrate — The devoted Wipe. 

Mrs. C. E. Wilson 
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THE MINSTREL. 

Tbseb lived in ^thic days, as lecendi tell, 
A iliepherd-flwain, a man of low degree : 
Wboee sires, perchance, in fiury-land might dwtU» 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady. 
^t he, I ween, was of the north countrie ; 
A nation famed for song, and beauty *s charms ; 
Zealous, yet modest ; innocent, though firee ; 
Patient of toil ; serene, amidst alarms; 
DflexiUe in fiuth ; invincible in arms. 

The shepherd-swain of whom I mention made, 
On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 
Hie sidde, scythe, or plough, he never sway'd ; 
An honest heart was almost all his stock; 
His drink the living water from the rock : 
The milky dams supplied his board, and lent 
Hieir kindly fleece to baffle winter's shock ; 
And he, thcnigh oft with dust and sweat besprent, 
)id guide and guard their wanderings, whersiot'er 
they went 

From labour health, from health contentment 

springs. 
Contentment opes the source of evenr joy ; 
He enried not, he never tlunight of^ KOigs; 
Nor from those appetites sustam'd annojr, 
That chance ioa.y frustrate, or indulgence dor: 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled ; 
He iBouni'd no recreant friend, nor mirt ies i oOf 
For on his tows the blameless Pbsbe smiled, 
iad ber alone he loved, and loved hear from a child. 

No jealousy their dawn of love o'ercast, 
Nor Uastea were their wedded days with ttrift; 
Each season look'd dehghtfol as it nst, 
T» the fixid husband and the fidtfaftd wifb: 
Beyond the lowly vale of shefriheid-liie 
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The^ never roam'd ; secure beneath the stonn 
Which in ambition's lofty land is rife, 
Where peace and love are cankcr'd by the wonn 
Of pride, each bud of joy industrious to delbnn. 

The wight, whose tales these artless lines noibU, 
Was all the ofl&pring of this humble pair: 
His birth no oracle or seer foretold : 
No prodigy appeared in cnrth or air, 
Nor aught that might a Rtrange event declare. 
You guess each circumsiniu-o of Edwin's birth; 
The parent's transport, and the parent's care ; 
The gossip's prayer for wealth, and wit, and worth; 
And one l(Mig sum'mcr-day of indolence and mirth. 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy ; 
Deep thought ofl ocem'd to fix his infiuit eye : 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaudo nor toy, 
Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy. 
Silent, when glad; afibctionute though shy; 
Ai^ now his look was most denmrely sad, 
And now he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why; 
l^e neighbours stared and sitrhM, yet blest the lad' 
Some deem'd him wondrous wise, and some believea 
him mad. 

But why should I his childish feats display T 
Concourse, and noise, and toil, he ever Aod ; 
Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 
Of iquabbling imps, but to the forest specl. 
Or roam'd at large the lonely mountain's head : 
Qr, where the maze of some bewilder'd stream 
To deep untrodden groves his fuotstepB led, 
There would he wander wild, till PhoBbus' beam. 
Shot ilnom the western cliff, releeused the weaiy team 

Th' exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed, 

To him nor vanity nor joy could briiw : 

Hk heart, fiom cruel sport estranged, wOuld Ueed 

To work the woe of any living thing, 

B]f trap or net; by arrow er by sling ; 
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Tliese he detested, those he scom*d to wield ; 
He wi^'d to be the guardian, not the king, 
iWnt far less, or traitor of the field ; 
aware the sylvan reign unbloody joy mi^t yield ; 

Lo ! where the stapling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
beneath the precipice o'erhuiig with pine ; 
Vnd sees, on hi^h, amid th' encircling gruvcs, 
•Vom cliff to cliff the foaming torrcnla sliine : 
^ile waters, woods, and winds, in concert join, 
knd Echo swells the chorus to the skies. 
Yould E^win this majestic scene resign 
•'Draught the huntsman's puny craft supplies? 
! no : he better knows great .Nature's charms to 
prize. 

Ind oft he traced the uplands, to survey, 
Vhen o'er the sky advanced the kindling dai^n, 
rhe crimson cloud, blue main, and mountain gray, 
Vnd lake, dim gleaming on the smoky lawu ; 
""ar to the west the long long vale withdrawn, 
Yhere twilight bves to linger lor awhile ; 
ind now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 
l villager abroad at early toil. — 
t lo i me sun appears ! and heaven, earth, ocean 
smile. 

Vnd oft the crsiggy cliff he. loved to climb, 
iVhen all in mist the world belo^v was lost : 
Vhat dreadful pleasure ! tliere to stand sublime, 
Jke shipwreck'd mariner on desert coast, 
Vnd view th' enormous waste of vapour tost 
n billows, leng^theuing to th' horizon round, 
Sfow scoop'd in gulfs, with mountains now em- 

boss'd! 
Vnd hear the sound of mirth and song rebound, 
icks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar pro* 

ibund. 

n truth he was a strange and wayward wight, 
•'ond of eaidi srentle and each dreadful scene : 
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In dafkneH, and in Rtonn, Ke fonnd deli^i 
Nor lesB than when on ocean*wave wrana 
The eouthcm sun difliieed hit dazsling ihMi^ 
K'en lad vicissitude amused his soul : 
And if a sich would sometimes intervoM, 
And down his cheek a tear of nity roll, 
A sigh, a tear, so sweet, he wish a not to oootnL 

BEkTtSL 

CARDINAL WOI^EY'S SPEECH TO CROMWELL 

Nay then, farewell. 
I have Unu-ird the highest point of all my greatDMi 
And from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
liiko a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 
So farewell to the little gfxxl you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatnen! 
This is the stnte of man ; to-day he puta forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to^uorrow bloawma. 
And hears his blunhiiig honours thick upon him: 
'J^he third day conies a froHt, a killing froat ; 
And, when he think<), good ea.*<y man, full surely 
His greatness was a ripening, — ni|e his root. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured. 
Like little wanton boys tliat swim on bladden, 
Tlieso many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length t)mke imder me ; and now has left me» 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye! 
I feci my nemt new open'd : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hanga on [Hincea' &voun! 
There m, betwixt that smue we would aapire ten 
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^he flweet aspect of princes, and our ruin. 
More paoogs and fears than war or women have ; 
Aqd when he falk, he fidls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

Ciomwell, 1 did not think to shed a tear 

In ill my miseries ; hut thou hast forced me 

Out of tny honest truth to play the woman. 

Let*s dry our eyes ; and thus &r hear me, Cromwell ; 

And, when I am Ibrgotten, as I shall be. 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me must more be heard — say, I taught thee,— 

8qp, W<dfley, that once trod tho ways of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals ofhonoor, 

Fbond thee a way, out of his \\'reck, to rise in ! 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it 

Mark but my &11, and that which ruin'd me : 

CrarawelU I charge thee, fling away amlxtion ; 

% that sin fell the angels .- how can man then, 

Ine image of his Maker, hope to win by it ? 

Love tihyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 

CormptuHi wins not more than honesty. 

Stin in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To sUence envious tongues. Be j<i8t, and fear not: 
Let all the ends thou alm's^: at be thy country's, 

Thy God's, and Truth's; then ii thou fidl'st, O 
Cromwell, 

Thou fiiU'st a blessed mailyr. Serve the king — 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe. 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call my own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Had I bnt served my God with half the zeal 

I served my king, he would not in mine age 

fibve left me to mine enemies. 

SHAKIRAmX. 
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A HERMITAGE. 

A LITTLE lowly hermitoj^e it was, 
Down in a dale hard by a lorest side, 

Farrc frum ref<ort of (loople that did pan 
In travell to and Iro : a little wide 
There was an holy chaiKsU edified, 

Wherein the hermit duly went to say 
Ilis h(»ly ihinp* each mom and evening tide: 

Theri'by a crystal streame did gently play, 
Which fit^m a sacred ibuiitoui welled forth away. 

IFo thence led me into this hermitage, 
Letting his steeds to graze uixai the green; 

Small was his house, and like a little cage, 
p'or Ilis own tunie, yet inly neat and clean, 
Dcckt with green boughcs, and flowers gay be MCO 

Therein he them full fiiire did cntertaino, 
Not with such forged showes, as fitter beene 

For courting fools than courtisies would &I06, 
But with entire aflcctiou, and appearance plaine. 

SPENSIIU 



SONG. 

Mt mind to mo a kingdom is ; 

Such perfect joy therein I find. 
As far exceeds all earthly bliss, 

That (iod or Nature hath assigned : 
Though much 1 want that most would havOt 
Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is my stay , 
I seek no more than may suffice : 

I press to boar no haughty sway ; 
Look ; what 1 lack, my mind supplies. 

Lo ! ihuB I triumph like a king. 

Content with that my mind doth bring. 
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ow plenty surfeits oil, 

hasty climbers aoonest fidi : 

lat such as sit aloft 

lap doth threaten most of all : 

get with toil, and keep with fear : 

ares my mind could never bear. 

icely pomp, nor wealthy store, 
brce U> win a victory, 
y wit to salve a sore, 
n&pe to win a lover's eye : 
le of these I yield as thirall, 
ly ? my mind despiseth all. 

lave too much, yet still they crave ; 

have, yet seek no more : 

re but poor, though much they have ; 

r am rich, with htlle store : 

xx>r, I rich ; they beg, 1 eive ; 

ick, I lend ; they {une, I live. 



not at another*s loss, 
dge not at another's gain ; 
rldly wave my mind can toes, 
ok that is another's bane, 
to fix), nor lawn no friend ; 
3 not lile, nor dread mine end. 



alth is health, and perfect ease; 
»nscicnce clear, my chief defenoa: 
* seek by bribes to please, 
by desert to give oiience : 
o I live, thus will I die ; 
all did so, as well as I ! 

10 joy in earthly bliss ; 

igh not Croesus' wealth a straw, 

e, I know not what it is ; 

r not Fortune's fatal law. 

id is such as may not move 

luty bright, or force of lore. 
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I wiih but what I have at wfll ; 

I wander not to seek for more ; 
I like the plain, I climb no hill ; 

In greatest storms I sit on shore. 
And laugh at them that toil in vain 
To get what must be lost again. 

I kiss not where I wish to kill ; 

I feign not love where most I hate ; 
I break no sleep to win my will ; 

I wait not at the mighty's gate ; 
I scorn no poor, I fear no rich ; 
I feel no wont, nor have too much. 

The court ne cart, I like no loathe : 
Extremes are counted worst of all : 

The ffolden mien betwixt tliem both 
Dou surest sit, and fears no fall : 

This is mv choice ; for why ? I find 

Kg wealth is like a quiet mind. 



Rju 



RELIGION. 

Religion *s all. Descending from its sire 
To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right, the n 
Religion! the sole voucher man is man: 
Supporter sole of man above himself 

Religion ! providence ! an after state ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ; 
This can support us ; all is sea besides ; 
Sinks under us ; beetorms, and then devours 
His hand the good man fastens on the skies, 
And bids eann foil, nor feels her idle whirl. 

Religion! thou the soul of happiness ; 
And groaiiini; Calvaiy of theel There shii 
Tbe noble troths; there idrangest motives st 
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^^^ love allure us? or oan terror awe ? 

^e weeps !— the fiiiling drop puts out die nm ; 

Se licbs— the sigh earth's aeep foundation shakea. 

:C in his love, so terrible, what then 

^Hm wrath inflamed ? his tenderness on fire ? . 

^an prayer, can praise avert it ? — ^Thou, my all ! 

^ meme! my inspiration! and my crown! 

^ly strengdi in age ! my rise in low estate ! 

^'fy soul's ambition, {Measure, wealth ! my world ! 

^ light in darkness! and my life in death ? 

)fj boB^ through time ! Uiss through eternity ! 

i^temity too short to speak thy praise, 

^ &thom thy pfolbund of love to man ! 

YOUNO. 



ON THE EMPLOYMENTS OF WHAT IS 
CALLED AN IDLE UFE. 

Sow various his emplo3rment8 whom the w<Mid 
^^idls idle, and who justly, in return, 
Satomns the busy world an idler too ! 
^^nds, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
[>eli^ted industry enjoy'd at home, 
^od Nature in her cultivated trim 
E>iess*d to has taste, inviting him abroad — 
^i^ he want occupation who has these? 
V^^ he be idle who has much t' enjc^? 
He therefore, studious Of laborious ease, 
^ot slothful ; happy to deceive the time, 
Nor waste it ; ana aware that human life 
h bat a loan to be repaid with use. 
When he shall call his debtois to account 
Ftam whom are all our blessings — ^business finds 
^en here. While sedulous I seek t' improve, 
At least neglect not, or leave unemploy d 
The mind he gave me ; driving it, tnough slack 
iVx) oA, and much impeded in its work 
%oaaMa not to be divulged in vain. 
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IV) its just point — tlie service of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior self, 

That has a heart, and Icecpe it ; has a mind 

That hungers, and supplies it; and who seeki 

A social, not a di«isi{)ated life — 

Has business : feels himself engaged f achieve 

^^o nnim[K)nant, though u silent task. 

A life all turbulence and noise may seem, 

I'o him that leads it, wise, and to be praised ; 

Rut wisdom is a pearl witli most success 

Sought in still water, and beneath clear skiei. 

He that is ever occupied in storms, 

Or dives not for it, or brings up instead, 

Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

Cowpn* 



THE DISINTERRED WARRIOR 

Gather him to his grave aeain, 

And solemnly and softly lay. 
Beneath the verdure of the plain, 

The warrior's scatter'd bones away. 
Pay the deep reverence taught of old. 

The homage of man's heart to death ; 
Nor trifle even with the mould 

Once quicken'd by the Almighty's breath. 

The soul hath hallow'd every part: 

ITiat remnant of a martial brow, 
Those ribs that held a mighty heart, 

That strong arm— Ah ! ^tis strengthlesB now . 
Spare them — each mouldering fragment spare 

Of God's own image; let them rest 
Till not a trace shall speak of where 

The awfnl likeness was impren'd. 
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For he was firesher from the hand 

That fbrm'd of earth the human &oe, 
And to the elements did stand 

In nearer kindred than our race. 
In many a flood to madness tost, 

In many a storm has been his path, 
He hid him not from heat or frost, 

But met them, and defied their wrath. 

Then were they kind — the forest here, 

Rivers and stiller waters, paid 
A tribute to the net and spear 

Of the red ruler of tlic shade. 
Fruits on the woodland branches lay, 

Hoots in the shaded mould below; 
The stars look'd forth to teach his way. 

The still earth wam'd him of the foe. 

A nobler race ! but they are gone. 

With their old forests wide and deep, 
And wo have built our homes upon 

Fields where their generations sleep. 
Th9ir fountains slake our thirst at noon, 

Upon their hills our harvest waves, 
Our Wers woo beneath their moon. 

Ah let us spare at least their graves ! 

Bryant 



THE GAMBLER. 

IE was a mansion of the olden style, 
on an enlnence that overlooked 
rine-hills, gardens, and the winding streams 
riven, and the pleasant valleys green 
nny France. ^ was fashion'd to the taste 
^gnxie years, and still remained untDuch*d 
ne. It had been the abode of wealth 
prondeur, and virithin its antique walls 
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Old men had bow'd their silver heads in dea^ 
And children sprang to manhood, and so pai'd 
Awa? with age as nature bids, till those 
Broad nch domains had number'd ^ith their M 
Tlie bravest of the brave, whose cheriah'd 
The minstrel wove in songs of valiant deadly 
With sword and lance in lioly Ptilestiiie. 

The sun arose above the fair blue hills. 
Dispersing fiom their Inrou-s the light ^pray mil . 
And opemng the gay flowers, and kissing dewi 
From their fresh leaves, and drawing fivth i 

sweets. 
His bright beams through the lofly cnsement sHW 
Into the wide and tapestried chamber, where 
Eugene reclined upon a o>iK'h, like one 
Fatigued by anxious ^-atrhing. It was hfr— 
lliat did possen this vniH inheritance. 
His downcast eyes, Hulxlued and sod, were bent 
Upon the carpet in a thou^litfiil gnze. 
Ills dark loclu fell upon his ioily brow, 
Disturb'd, not by the pillow, for uni»ess*d 
For two nights it had been. 'I'he long-drawn iV 
Betray'd the sorrow rankling in his heart; 
And the wan cheek from which the rose had fltd 
Perhaps for ever, and the drooping lid 
Oi those once brilliant eyes, too truly spoks 
Of long hours spent in wretched wakefulness. 
The well-curved hps no longer wore the bright 
And pleasant smile that nature gave t' express 
So wuuiingly the swcetnera of his soul. 
Their colour too was gone; a livid hue, 
like that implanted by the touch of death. 
Was only left upon tl&eir quivering fbrmsL 

Beside him sat the jewel of his heart. 
The object cherish'd from his youth, an whom 
He had bestow*d his wealth or love, and whoOb 
Above all earddy things, ay, fi)rtune, feme. 
He richly priied. Her fiiir arm sofUy leant 
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ddd wifli a tenderness she gazed 
i troubled features, vfhiie she smoothed 
ip hair from his forehead with a hand 
le whiteness. She too was dismay'd; 
Qtenanco betray 'd a spirit grieved 
ured by a throng of sadden'd thon^ti. 

ood a child, light-hearted, lisping wordi 
fhl innocence, and minglibog them 
dness with names of those she loved ; 
ring to her father a bouquet 
violets, and m3rrtle buds, 
be had cnll'd while yet the rooming dew 
xi the foliage, and together IxMind 
mis ; and as they were unnoticed all, 
was greeted with no soft caress, 
liy tears roU'd down her damask cheek, 
m face she look'd complacently, 
. tone of sorrow kindly spoke, 
«d die ftowers upon his oosom ; when, 
a slumber roused, he raised his head, 
1 an effi>rt, looking on his child, 
d, uid gently stroked her flaxen hair, 
ikl have spoken, but his gloomy thought* 
to tiieir dark channel, ere a wend 
i*d hia trembling lips. He qmckly drew 
purset in which remain'd but one 
utary omn. 'T was near &e last 
ice ample fortune, which the hope 
illiuive as an April akyt 
him ventitfe in the play. His eye 
ilh its wonted lustre, while the toy 
aging in the air, and vfixh a smile 
a moment lighted up his dieek 
i upon his wife, and mildly taid : 
a, behold my fate has made me poor; 
t not! we have gold remainmg yet, 
i\\ hie me to the game again, 
nrtune, fickle as the autumn winds 
ipenlant lover will prove kind, 
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And blcis tho hazard. Ych, once mora I go 
With borrow'd means — ilotain me not — I must 
Away— 'tia for thy g()o<l and for our child's — 
We are but beggars now, I'll make you rich.'" 

Tho hour of midnight wns at hand, when throoi^ 
The chamber where the ^tl tiering wiis. fhe IcmA 
Neglected and nntrininrd, biinrd low and glarea 
Their sombre light u\Mm the shadowy walls. 
There was a table centn'ti in ihe room. 
On which lay curds and hcajw of golden coin 
I^fusely scjitter'd, while a splendid purse, 
With undrawn strings, half buried wnh the wesltl 
It once contained, and couily ixH-ket-lKKiks 
Werci tlirown aside unclosed ; nnd on each end 
A richly fretted candk>stick was ulnced, 
Whose wick sent high its spire or ihune and tmob 
From out the wx-kcl, and lit up the jmiIo 
And fiend-like featuren of the four tluit sut 
Reclining forward with un earnoslness, 
And gazing on llie canls with blo(Hl-Hlkot eyes 
Intently, and with skilful fingers dealt 
To recommence tho play, with thousands staked 
Upon the issue. 'T was (he lost ftir hiui, 
Tne liated one of Fortune, who lind sren 
The waste of his inheritance, and still 
Cliuig witli a tiger's fierceness to tlie game 
He knew not, while a ray of hot)o yet Ix^am^d 
U{)on his mind. His light mid delicate frame, 
Unused to te<lious watcliingH, that had been 
From childhood nursed in luxury aiui ease, 
Exhausted, ner>'ed itself anew. His cheek. 
Death-like and hollow, {^^ther'd n new flush 
Of fitful redness ; and his sunken eve 
Strain'd up its swollen lids, from wfioeo fiery balk 
Deep-vein d with blood, the dim lamp's niJdy % 
Brought out a maniac stare unfix'd and wild— 
His dark hair loosely hung u^Mm his wan ' 

And beating temples, sluiuowing tlieir white husi 
And aa the current of Vu& lho\^s,Ku wont on. 
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Hie woridngB of his brow, where stood the iwea^ 

IVnmff out profusely by the spirit's toil, 

^tray d the struggle. Not a sound wis heard 

Awhile the last game was pending, save the laii 

)r cards upon me table, or perchance 

Hm moltehng of a curse by him who mark'd 

£a ruin, or a trembling sigh long drawn 

^tAk diflicult breathing. Ever and anon 

^ ttvsffe glance would fiercely penetrate 

^ hellish group, as in his breast there lurk'd 

|fii|]icion of a deep laid scheme of wrong. 

■ignificant signs passed imobserved by him ; 

^ every motion o{ the brow, and eye, 

ind lip had meaning in it ; and the smiles, 

fow many unsuppress'd, evinced how sure 

V golden victory was ; yel not a word 

^■8 whisper'd — ^hush'd was every one, intent 

^pon the play, awaiting anxiously 

• close!**** 

"he moon was mounting in the sky, and stars, 
ountless and brilliant, gemm'd the blue expanse ; 
nd zej^yrs were abroad upon the hills, 
od o'er the green and fragrant fields, with sweets 
lom dew-wet blossoms gather'd on their wings. 

igh on a bank that beetled o'er the sea, 

M Eugene stood, reclining 'gainst a rock, 

Muding first the waters that beneath 

Mid ever onward with a ceaseless roar; 

!ieo stretching his uncover'd arms abroad 

)wiids a sail that moved on ocean's breast, 

3d calling on the distant mariner, 

id laivhing till his o'erstrain'd voice grew hoarse. 

16 •earbiitls were awaken'd by his slmek, 

id from their nestling places in the crags 

BW wildty round with a shrill cry of f^. 

DOf the strand the dashing waves sent up 

leir hollow moan, and he did answer them, 

id ftnni^ that he heard the call of those 
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Hm knred ; and fo he spoke fiuniliarh;, 
And whiiper'd wordi of love as to bui wilii 
And little one. 

Then came hi* reaaon hack ; 
And 8B the stem sense of reality 
Again possessed his heart, he slowly knelt 
And breathed a prayer to lieuven. 

******** 

All — all was still : 
The ocean-birds were slumbering ; the green set 
RoU'd its bright billows quietly, Tieath which* 
Far down amid the caves and coral groves, 
A beautiful proud face was floating dark — 
And monsters of the deep were gliding by 
The cold dead form of Eugene. 

Anoh- 



THE DESERTED WIFE. 

Hi comes not I have watch'd the moon go dovir 

But yet he comes not Once it was not so. 

He tninks not how these bitter tears do flow, 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 

Yet he will come and chide, and I shall weap; 

And he will wake my in£mt from its sleeps 
To blend its feeble ^'ailing with my tears. 

Oh ! how 1 love a mother's watch to keep 
Over those sleeping eyes, — that smile, whidi disiV 

My heart, though sunk in sorrow fix'd and dasp! 

I had a husband once, who loved me. Now 
He ever wears a Irown upon his brow. 

But yet I cannot hate. Oh ! there were houii^ 
When I could hang for ever on his eye, 
And Time, who stole with silent switbieii bgri 

Strow'd, u be hurried on, his path with flowMi 
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d him then— he loved me toa My hetit 
U finely its fbndnesB kindle, if he nnile ; 
nemory of our loves will ne'er depart ; 
liough he often sting me with a dart, 
lom^ uid barb'd, and waste, upon the vile, 
set, which his babe and mine should share; 
gh he should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
madness ; ana, should sickness oome, and Isjr 
ralyzing hand upon him, then 
oom, v^th kindness, all my wroi^ repay, 
il the penitent should weep, and say, 
iigiired and how &ithful I had beciL 

J. G. PlftCITALi 



THE DECAY OF FLOWER& 



)kxMning flowers ! as if ye ne'er had 
ind relinquish this empurpled scene : 
nd in due succession, in your stead, 
I shall bloom, and equal nragrance shed; 
jTOU, bereaved of every living grace ; 
foo in every clime, the human race 
perish in succession — " No !" I hear 
Q announce in accents soil and dear^ 
1 to the warblings of those heavenly 
whoae sweet strain the sapphire regioa 
i holy Faith, in pity to mankind, 
lb the triumphs or the immortal mind; 
', with mingled music from on hi^ 
n announce, "Although they seem to die, 
ke the blosscmis of the woody glade 
the bright flowers of human nature &de; 
I'd with mercy, piety, and truth, 
still shall flourish in immortal youth." 
•wers of human nature ! at the time 
rieve fix your decay, in orient prime, 
ith the bnltiancy of heavenly skiea 
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Gkiv in the embellishnient of recent hues; 
Gales of more exquiaite perfume dififiise 
Than ye could breathe amid the mists below. 
And gilt with beams of conscious splendour glow> 

Professor RiCHARDiOit 



CONVERSATION. 

Though Nature weigh our talents, and dispenis 
To every man his mmlicum of sense, 
And ccHiversation, in its bettor part, 
May be osteem'd a gift, and not un art, 
Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil, 
On culture and the sowing of the soil. 
Words leam'd by rote a parrot may reheane, 
But talking is not always to convei-so; 
Not more aistinct from harmony divine. 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 

Ye powers who rule the tongue — if such there awr" 

Ana make collo(iuial happiness your care. 

Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate— 

A duel in the form of a debate. 

Vociferated logic kills me ouite; 

A Doisy man is always in the right : 

I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 

Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 

And, w^en I hope his blimders are all out, 

Reply discreetly — " To be sure — no doubt." 

JhMus is such a scrupulous, good man — 
Yes — ^you may catch him tripping, if you can* 
He would not, with a peremptory tone, 
Assert the nose upon his face liis own ; 
V^ith hesitation adiniinhly slow. 
He humbly hopes — presumes — ^it may be to* 
His evidence, u he were call'd by law 
To swmr to some enormity he saw^ 
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^or want of (Hrominence and just relief, 
Would hang an honest man, and save a thief, 
Xluough constant dread of giving truth ciknce. 
He ties up all his hearers in suspense : 
Knows wnat he knows as if he Knew it not ; 
What he remembers seems to have forgot ; 
His solo opinion, whatsoe'er befall, 
Centring, at last, in having none at alL 

A ftory , in which native humour reigns, 
ts d[len useful, alwa3rs entertains : 
A graver fact, enlisted on your side, 
May furnish illustration, well applied ; 
But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 
*Ti8 the most asinine employ on earth. 
To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 
And echo omveisations, dull and dry, 
Embellish'd with, " He said," and " So said I." 
At every interview their route the same. 
The repetition makes attention lame : 
We bustle up, with unsuccessful speed, 
Ajid, in the saddest part, cry, " Droll indeed T' 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 

Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain. 

And bear the marks upon a blushins face. 

Of needless shame, and self-imposed disgrace. 

Our senabilities are so acute, 

Tlie fear of being silent makes us mute. 

True modesty is a discerning grace. 

And only bluohes in the proper place; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks, through fear, 

Where 'tis a shame to be ashamed t' appear ; 

Humility the pu%nt of the ^t. 

The last by vanity produced and nursed. 

The circle fi>rm'd, we sit in silent state, 

like figures drawn upon a dial-plate ; 

" Yes, ma'am," and " No, ma'am," utter'd sofUy, show 

Every five minutes, how the minutea go ; 
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Each indiTidual sufiering a conflCraint 
Poetry mav« but coloun cannot paint, 
As if in cfoae committee on the aky. 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or diy ! 
And fmds a changing clime a happy loiirea 
Of wise reflection and well-timea (usoourM! 
We next inquire, butsoflly, and by stealthf 
lake conservators of the public health. 
Of epidemic throats, if such tliere are. 
And coughs, and rheums, and phlhiaici, and ctv 

CowrBU 



TIIE DEATH OF THE VIRTUOUa 

Sweet is the sccno when virtue dieai— 
When sinks a righteous soul to res^ 
How mildly bcum tlie closing eyea» 
How gently heaves the expiring hreait! 

So fades a summer cloud away ; 
So sinks the gale when storms are o'er; 
So gently shuts the eye of day; 
So dies a wave along tlie shore. 

Triumphant smiles the victor brow, 
Fann a by some angel's purple wing; 
Where is, O Grave I thy victory now ? 
And where, insidious Death! my sting t 

Farewell, conflicting joys and fean, 
Whore liffht and sikude alternate dwell; 
How brignt the unchanging mom appeen- 
Farewell, inconstant world, fiuewell! 

Its duly done, — as sinks the clay. 
Light from iut load the spirit flies ; 
Wliile heaven and earth combine to nj, 
"Sweet is the scene when Virtue ^imv* 
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A DIRGE. 

"Eakth to earth, and dost to dust!" 
Here the evil and the just. 
Here the youthful and the old, 
Here the fearful and the bold, 
Here the matron and the maid. 
In one nlent bed are laid ; 
Here the vassal and the king 
Side by side lie withering ; 
Here the 8W(Hd and sceptre rust — 
** Earth to earth, and dust to dust !" 

Age on age shall roll along, 
O'er this pale and mighty throng : 
llxMe that wept them, those that weep, 
All shall with these sleepers sleep. 
Brothers, sisters of the worm, 
Sumraer*8 sun, or winter's storm, 
Song of peace, or battle's roar. 
Ne'er shall break their slumbers more. 
Death shall keep his solemn trust — 
*' Earth to earth, and dust to dust!" 

But a day is coming fast. 
Earth, thy mightiest and thy last ! 
It shall come m fear and wonder. 
Heralded by tnmip and thunder; 
It shall come in strife and toil, 
It shall come m blood and spml. 
It rimll come m empre's groans, 
Bumii^ temples, trampled thrones ; 
Thai, ambition, rue thy lust ! 
** Earth to earth, and dust to dust!" 

Then shall oome the judgment sign; 
In the east the King shair shine ; 
Flashing from heaven's golden gate. 
Thousand thousands round his state ; 
Spiriti with the crovim and plume, 
TnmbiB then, thou sullen tomb\ 
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Heaven shall open on our riffht, 
Earth be tum'd to living li^t. 
Kingdoms of the ransom'd just — 
"Earth to earth, and dust to dust!*' 

Then shall, gorgeous as a gem, 
Sliino thy mount, JeniPalem 
Then shall in tlie dcsort rise. 
Fruits of more tliun Paradise; 
Earth by angcI feel be trod. 
One groat gjirden of her (Jod ; 
Till are drietl the martyrs' tears 
Through a glorious thousand yeara. 
Now in hope of Him we trust — 
** Earth to earth, and dusl to dust!" 



Crolt. 



THE SABBATH. 

Dkar the hallowed mom to me, 
When village bells awake the day ! 
And by their sacred minstrelsy, 
Call me from earttily cares away. 

And dear to me, the winged hour. 
Spent in thy hallow'd courts, O Lord,-^ 
To feel devotion's soothing power, 
And catch the manna of Uiy word. 

And dear to me the loud amen 
Which echoes through the blest abode. 
Which swells, and smks, and swells agaiiit 
Dies on the walls, but lives to God. 

And dear the simple melody, 
Sung with the pomp of rustic art, 
That lioly, heavenly harmony, 
The music of a thankful heart 

In secret I have often pray*d, 

And still the anxious tear would ftll; 
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Bot, on the sacred altar laid, 

The fire descoud:), and dries them all; 

Oft when the world, with iron hands. 
Has bound me in its six days' chain. 
This bursts them, like the strong man's bandi, 
And lets my spirit loose again. 

Then, denr to me, the Sabbath mom. 
The village-bells, the shej^erd's vmce. 
These ofl have found my heart forlorn, 
Tliese alwa}-s bid my heart rejoice. 

Go. man ofpleasure, strike thy lyre. 
Of broken ^bbaths sing the charms ; 
Ours is the prophet's car of fire. 
Which bears us to a Father's arms ! 

CuNNDfOHAlf. 



THE MISSIONARY. 

Mt heart goes with thee, dauntless man, 

Freely as thou dost hie, 
To sojourn with some barbarous clan, 

For them to toil, or die. 
Fondly our spirits to our own 

Cling, nor to part allow; 
Thine to some land forlorn has f1own« — 

We turn, — and where art thou? 

Thoa climb'st the vessel's lofly side. 

Numbers are gathering there ; 
The 3routhful warrior in his pride, 

The merchant in his care ; 
Hearts which for knowledge track the 

Spirits which lightly rove 
Glad as the billows and the breexe— 

And thou — the child of love. 

A savage shore receives thy tread ; 
Companimi thou hast ikhm ; 
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The wild bougfai wave above thy hmd. 

Yet itiU thou joonieyeac oa ; 
Threading the tangled wild-wood diett» 

Piercing the mountain glen. 
Till weanly thou drawest near 

The haunta of lonely men. 

Strange is thy aapect to their eyes ; 

Strange is diy lorei^ speech ; 
And wild and strong n their surpriie 

At marvels thou dost teach. 
1^ strenffth alone is in thy winds ; 

Yet armies could not bow 
llie spirit of those borboroua hordes 

So readily as thou. 

But oh ! thy heart, thou home-sick man, 

With saddest thoughts runs o'er, 
Sitting, as lades the evening wan, 

Silently at thy door. 
Yet that poor hut upon the wild, 

A stone beneath the tree, 
And souls to heaven's love reconciled— 

These are enough for thee ! 

HOWTTT* 

THE BARREL ORGAN. 

Thk &ther sat and watch'd his boy, 

Widi all a father's woe; 
Fled was the rosy light of joy. 

And iiided his young brow ; 
Dark shades were gathering o'er ita gr^ 
And death was stamj^d on that sweet nee. 

And vet he Unger'd stin— at fitii, 

A onef reviving beam. 
In melancholy beauty, ffits 

Across ^ cheek ;— that sleam 
Deceives the ftther's throbbing heart, 
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Wkat •oothet the little eofierer nowf 

Ah ! music poun its strain, — 
Witti smiles his dying features glow, 

"iTbe diild forgets ms pain ! 
And his small feeble hand with care 

Beets time to his own fitTourite air. 

It pla^d — that simple careless tune, 

Wmle numbers pass'd it by ; 
fiot ever as those notes begun. 

His pale cheek HushM with joy ; 
And his bright eye his fether's sought, 
With all its childish pleasure frau^t 

The organ past— and all foigot, 

The music Hed away; 
But the young sufferer knew the spot, 

And tne accustcHu'd day ; 
And ever, as it took its round, 
His heart was soothed with that sweet sonnd. 

Bat ah f dad strains, and tender cares. 

From death may never save ; 
Soon, torn from all sweet sounds, he shares 

The silence of the grave ; 
And, with a cold and breaking heart. 
The &ther sees his child depart. 

Ete takes him to his tomb — and then. 

All steep'd in speechless woe. 
Returns unto his home again. 

But not one tear will flow: 
The lonely rooiA— 4he vacant seat. 
His eyes in silent stupor meet 

What stin him firom his deep despairf 

What wakens all his heart? 
It plays again;— that sim]de air — 

And tears like rain-drops start; 
In every note— in every tone. 
Ha ftela his child again his own. 
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And thoughta of tendcmoss and k>v« 

Creep softly o'er liia grief, 
And draw his spirit iiir above 

A world so Riul and brief: 
The airs of heaven are in his ear — 
His child in angel-lighl is near! 

Miss Roscoi. 



ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETOIi 

COLLEGE. 

Ye distant spires, ye anti(iue towers, 

That crown the wat'ry glade, 

Where grateful Science uiill adores 

Her Henry's holy shade ; 

And ve, that from the stalely brow 

Of Windsor's heights ih' expanse below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey. 

Whoso turf, whoso shade, whoso iiow'is amoDj 

Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His silver-winding way ! 

Ah happy hills ! ah pleasing shade! 

Ah fields beloved in vain ! 

Where once my careless childhood atray'd, 

A stranger yet to pain ! 

I feel the gales that from you blow 

A momentary bliss bestow ; 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing. 

My weary soul they seem to soothe, 

And, redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a second spring. 

Say, fiither Tliames, for thou bast aeeu 
Full many a sprightly race, 
Disporting on thy inargent green. 
The paths of pleasure trace ; 
Who foremost now delight to cleave^ 
With pliant bxtob thy glanty wave ? 
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Tlie Cttptive linnet which enthral ? 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle s speed. 
Or urge the flying boll i 

While some on earnest business bent 

Their murmtiring labours ply 

'Gainst grave hours tiiat bring constraint 

To sweeten liberty : 

Some bold adventurers disdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare descry : 

Still as they run they look behind, 

They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 

And snatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope is theirs, by &ncy fed. 

Less pleasing when poKsest ; 

The tear Pjrgol as soon as shed, 

The sunshine of the breast : 

Theirs buxom healih of rosy hue, 

Wild wit, invention ever new, . 

And lively cheer, of xigour bom ; 

The thoughtlc*ss day, the easy night. 

The spirits pure, the slumbers hght, • 

That £ly th' approach of mom. 

Alas! regardless of their doom, 

The little victims play ! 

No sense have they of ills to comet 

Nor care beyond to-day : 

Yet see, how all around them wait 

The ministers of human late. 

And black Misfortune's baleful train ! 

Ah, show them where in ambush stcmd. 

To seize their prey, the muid'rous band ! 

Ah, teD them they are men! 

These shall the fury passions tear. 
The vultures of the mind. 
Disdainful anger, palhd fear. 
And shame that skulks behind ; 
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Or pining love shall wasie their yoath, 
Or j(«lou8y with rankling tooth. 
That mly gnaws the secret heart; 
And envy wan, and faded care, 
Grim^visaged comforiless despair. 
And sorrow's piercing dart 

AmlMtion this shall tempt to rise ; 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter scorn a sacrifice, 
And grinning infamy. 
And stines of falseliood those shall try. 
And hard unkindness' alier'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it forced to flow ; 
And keen remorse with blood defiled, 
And moody madness laughing wild 
Amid severest woe. 

Lo! in the vale of years, beneath, 

A grisly troop are seen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen; 

This rocks the joints, tliis fires the veins, 

lliat ev'ry labouring sinew strains. 

Those in the deeper vitals rage : 

Lo ! poverty to fill the bund, 

That 'numos the soul with icy hand ; 

And slow-consuming age. 

To each his BuflT'rings : all are men, 

Condemned alike to groan ; 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for hu own. 

Yet, ah ! why should they know dieir fitlB? 

Since sorrow never comes too late, 

And happinen too swilUy flies. 

Thought would destroy Uieir paradise. 

So more— where igziorance is biia*, 

Tiiibllylobawiie. 

OlAT 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF GREECE. 

Clime of the nnfbrgotten brave ! 
Whose land from plain to niotintaiiii^ave 
Was Freedom's home or^Iory's gmv*^— 
Shrme of the mightjr ! can it oe. 
That this is all remains of thee ? 
Approach, thon craven crouching shiTe— 
Say, is not this Thermopyle ? 
These Tiaters blue that romid you lave, 
(% servile offipring of the free !— 
Pnxiounce what sea, what shore is diia ? 
The gulf, the roek of Salamis! 
These scenes — their story^not unknown—- 
Arise, and make asain your own ; 
Snatch from the asnes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires, 
And he who in the strife expires 
WiU add to theirs a name of fear, 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 
And leave his sons a hope, a fiune, 
They too will rather die than shame ; 
For Freedom's buttle cmce begun, 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 
Though bufHed oft, is ever Won. 
Bc»r witness, Greece, thy living page, 
Attest it man^ a deathless age ! 
While kings, in dusty darkness hid, 
H^ve left a nameless pyramid, 
Thy heroes — though the general doom 
Hath swept the column uom their tomb^ 
A mightier monument command. 
The mountains of their native land ! 
There points thy Muse to stranger's eye. 
The graves of Uiose that cannot die! 
T were long to tell, and sad to trace 
Each step mm splendour to disgrace. 
Enough — no foreign foe oouki quell 
Thy soul, tiU from itself it fell, 
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And seir-aboscment paved the way 
To villain-bcmdri aud despot-sway. 
What can he tell who treads thy shore? 
No legend o£ thine olden time, 
No theme on wliich the muse might loari 
High as thine own in days of yore. 
When man was worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts within thy valleys bred, 
The fiery souls that might have led 
Thy sons to deeds sublime, 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave, 
Slaves — nay the bondsmen of a slave, 
And callous, save to crime ; 
Stain'd with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
Without oven savage virtue blest, 
Wi^out one free or valiant breast, 
Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and ancient crafl, 
In tliis the subtle Greek is ibundi 
For this, and this alone, renown'd. 
In vain might Liberty hivoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke. 
Or raise the neck that courts the yoke. 

BnoK' 



MADNESS. 

Swell the clarion, sweep the string. 
Blow into rage the Muse's lires ! 
All thy answers, Kcho, bring. 
Let wood and dale, let rock and valley ripg: 
'Tis Madness' self inspires. 

Hail, awful Madness, hail ! 
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail. 
Far as the voyager spreads liis venturous saiL 
Nor best nor wisest are exempt from thee; 
Folly — folly 's only free. 
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Haik ! — to ^e astonish'd ear 
*he gale conveys a strange tumultaous sound. 
Tiey now approach, they now appear, 

Frenzy leads her chorus near. 

And oemons dance around. — 

Pride— Ambition idly vain, 
Revenge and Malice swell her train,— 
Devotion warp'd — Affection cross'd— 
Hope in disappointment lof<t — 
tnd mjured Merit ^ith a downcast eye 
iort Dy neglect) slow stalking heedless hy. 

Load the shouts of Madness rise, 
Various voices, various cries, 
Mirth unmeaning— causeless moans. 
Bursts of laughter — ^heart-felt groans — 
Jl seem to pierce the skies. — 

Roufl^ as the wintry wave that roars 
On Thule's desert shores, 
Wild raving to th' unfeeling air. 
The fettered Maniac foams along 
(Rage the burden of his jarring song), 
1 nge he grinds his teeth, and rends his streaming 
hair. 

No pleasing memory left — forgotten quite 
AU former scenes of dear delight ; 
Connubial love — ^parental joy — 
^rmpathies like tnese his soul employ,—* 
at all IS dai^ within, all furious black despair. 

Not so the lovelorn Maid, 

Bv too much tenderness betray'd ; 

Her gentle breast no angry passion fires, 

tit dighted vows possess, and fainting soft desires. 

She yet retains her wonted flame. 
All — but in reason, still the same : 

Streaming eyes, 

Incessant sighs. 
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Dim higgafd looks, and clouded o'er with 

Pbint cut to Pity's lean ibe poor discmciBd 

Dead to the worid — her tuodest tnshes cini*4 
She mounu herself thus eariy kit — 

Now, md\j gay, of sorrows past die WQ^ 
Now, pensive, ruminates onuueraUe thulp: 
She starts— she llies — who dares so nido 
On her seqiiester'd steps intrude !-~ 



T m he— the Momus of the flighty 
Men^ mischief fills his brain. 
BlanKe^^obed, and antic-crown*d. 
The mimic monarch skip around ; 
Big with conceit of digiuty he smiles. 
And plots his frolics quaint and 



Laugliter was there — ^but mark that groan. 
Drawn from the inmost soul ! 
Give the knite, demons, or the poisoo'd bowli 
To finish miseries equal to your own.*— 

Who 's tliis wretch, with horror vdld I — 

— 'Tis Devotion's ruin'd child: 

Sunk in the emphasis of grief^ 

Nor can he feel, nor dares he ask reliefs 

Thou, &ir Religion, wast design'd. 
Duteous daughter of the skies, 
To warm and cheer the human mind. 
To make men happy, good, and wisa : 

To point where sits, in -love array'd. 
Attentive to each suppliant call. 
The God of univeraal aid, 
The (;od, the Father of us all ! 

First shown by thee, tlius glow'd the grackiai • 
Till Superstition, fiend of woe, 
Dude doubts to rise, and tears to flow, 

AJid spread deep shades our view and He 
Mtween. 
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3imini by her pencil the Creator standi 
Hw heanw of mercy thnmn aside), 
^ith thunder anning his uplifted handi, 
\nd hurlm^ vengeance wide : 
pa, at the irown aghast, yet lingering, fliei, 
0, darii'd on Terror's rocbs, Fate s betvdependaiM 
Ilea. 

t ih ! — too thick they crowd, — ^too close tl^y throng, 
)igectB of pi^ and afiright! — 
lie fiurther the descriptive song— 
^ifature shudders at the sight : — 
Plotract not, curious ears, the mournful tale, 
t &er the helpless group, low drop Compawion'a 
▼eiL 

PlNROaE. 



TRANQUILLITY. 

Teanouiluty ! thou better name 

Tlian all the fiunily of Fame ! 

Thou ne'er wilt leave my riper age 

To low intrigue or factious n^e : 

For oh! dear child of thoughtful Tmtht 

To thee I gave my eariy youth, 
Ind left the Dark, and bless d the stead&st shora, 
) yet the tempest rose, and scared me with iti roar 

Who late and lingering seeks thy rimne. 

On him but seldom, power divine, 

Tl^ spirit rests, &tiety 

And Slodi, poor counterfeits of thee. 

Mock the tired worldling. Idle Hope 

And dire Remembrance interlope 
!V> vex the feverish slumbers of tne mind : 
9 babble floats befiue, the spectre stalks behind. 

But me thy gentle hand will lead 
At morning through th' accustomed iniBiii\ 

11 
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And in the sultry summer's heat 
Will build me up a mossy seat! 
And when the gust of Autumn crowds 
And breaks the busy moonlight clouds, ^^ 
Thou best the thought canst raise, the heart attim 
light as the busy clouds, calm as the gliding ido(0> 

The feehns; heart, the searching soul, 
To thee I dedicate the whole ! 
And while within myself 1 trace 
The ffreatness of some future race. 
Aloof with hermit eye I scan 
The present works of present man — 
A wild and dream-like trade of blood and guile, 
Too fyohah for a tear, too wicked ibr a smile! 

COLEJllDGE. 



BETH GELERT. 



The ftory of this ballad is traditionary in a villafe at the 
foot of Snowdoo, where Llewelyn thu Great liad a huuM. TIm 
ffreyhoood, oaiiMd Gelert, wna given to him by hit fctherin* 
law, Kiflff John, in the year 19U5, and the place to thii day i* 
esllsd Beth Gelert, or the Grave of Gelert. 



The spearman heard the bugle sound. 
And cheerhr smiled the mom. 

And many a orach and many a hound 
Obey'd Llewelyn's horn. 

And still he blew a louder blast, 

And gave a lustier cheer, 
' Come, CSfilert, come, wert never last, 

Uewelyn's horn to hear. 

*0h! where does &ithful G61ert roam. 
The flower of ail his race ? 

So tnie, so brave ; a lamb at home, 
A Ikm in the cViaaeV 
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TwnB only at Llewelyn's board 

The fiiithful GMert fed ; 
He watch'd, he served, he cheer'd his told. 

And sentinel'd his bed. 

In ioodi he was a peerless hound. 

The gift of royal John ; 
Bat now no GSlert could be found, 

And all the chase rode on. 

And now, as o'er the rocks and dells 

The gallant chidings rise. 
All Snowdon's crag^ chaos yells 

The many mingled cries ! 

That day Llewelyn little loved 

The cnase of hart or hare, 
And scant and small the booty proved, 

For GSlert was not there. 

Unpleased, Llewelyn homeward hied : 

When near the portal seat. 
His truant G^ert ne espied 

Bounding his lord to greet 

Bat when he gain'd his castle door, 

Aghast the chieilain stood : 
The nound all o'er was smear'd with gore ; 

His lips, his fangs ran blood. 

Llewelyn gazed with fierce surprise : 

Unused such looks to meet. 
His fiivourite check'd his joyfiil guise. 

And crouch'd, and Uck'dliis feet 

Onward in haste Ueweiyn passed. 

And on went G^lert too, 
And stilL where'er his eyes he cast. 

Fresh blood-gouts shock'd his view. 

(yertuni'd his infent's bed he found,. 

With blood-stain'd covert rent; 
And all around the walls and ground 

With lecent bJood beepyrent 
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He called his child, no voice refdied ; 

He searched with terror wild ; 
Blood, blood he found on every tide ; 

But nowhere found hia child. 

'Hell-hound ! my child bv thee*8 devoni'd' 

The frantic father erica ; 
And to the hilt Iiis vengeful sword 

He plunged in Gelert's side. 

His suppliant looks, as prone he fell, 

No pity could im^mrt ; 
But suU his (ielert's dying yell 

Pass'd heavy o'er hLs heart. 

Aroused by (lelert's dying yell. 
Some sliimberer waken'a nigh: 

What words the parent's joy could tell 
To hear his infant's cry! 

Concealed beneath a tumbled heap 
His hurried searcli had miss'd : 

All glowing from his rosy sleep, 
The cherub boy he kiss'd. 

Nor Bcath had he, nor harm, nor dread ; 

But the same couch beneath 
Lay a gaunt wolf, ail torn, all dead, 

Tremendous still in death. 

Ah, what was then Llewelyn's paint 
For now the truth was clear. 

His gallant hound the wolf had slain 
To save Llewelyn's heir. 

Vain, vain was all Llewelyn'e woe ; 

* Best of thy kind, adieu ! 
The frantic blow, which laid thee low 

This heart shall ever rue.' 

And now a gallant tomb they raiw, 
Witih costly sculpture decR'd ; 

And marblei, suxied vrith hia ^gnim. 
Poor GtteiVa bonet ipto\ecx. 
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)ver could the speannan pasB, 
ister, unmoved; 
I the teor-besprinkled graas 
lyn's sorrow proved. 

re he hung his horn and spear, 
lere, as evening fell, 
fl ear he oft would hear 
ISlert's dying yell. 

great Snowdon's rocks grow old, 
ease the storm to brave, 
secrated spot shall hold 
euDc of ' G^lert's Crave.' 

Spenczr. 



THE GRAVE. 

Grave ! how dost thou rend in sunder 
e has knit, and sympathy made one! 
stubborn far than nature's band. 
! mysterious cement of the soul! 
of life, and solder of society ! 
much. Thou hast deserved from me, 
yond what I can ever pay. 
proved the labours of thy love, 
arm efforts of the gende heart 
please. O! when my friends and I 
ick wood have wander'd heedless on, 
he vulgar eye, and set us down 
ibping cowshp-cover'd bank, 
pure Umpid stream has slid along 
errors through the underwood, 
irmuring; methought, the shnll-tongaed 
ish 

s song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
bis pipe, and soften'd ev ry note; 
ine smell'd sweeter, and the rose 
I dye more deep ; whilst e\*TY 6o?]«t 
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Vied with his fellow-plant in luxuiy 

Of dress. Oh! then tne longest summOT'i dftjr 

Seem'd too, too much in haste ; still the full beait 

Had not imparted half: 't was happiness 

Too exquisite to last Of ioys departed. 

Not to return, how painful toe remembrance! 

Dull Grave! thou spoil'st the dance of youthftl 

blood, 
Strikcflt out the dimple from the cheek of mirtfa, 
And ev'ry smirking feature from tlie fiice ; 
JBranding our laughter with the name of madnen. 
Where are the jesters now ? the man of health 
Coranlexionally pleasant? where the droll? 
Whose ev'ry look and gesture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and shouting crowds, 
And made even ihick-lipp'd musmg Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a smile 
Before she was aware i Ah! sullen now, 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them! 

Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 

The Roman Csesara and the Grecian chiefs, 

The boast of story? Where the hot*brain'd yoixlb» 

Who the tiara at pleasure tore 

From kings of all the then discover'd globe, 

And cried, forsooth, because his arm was hampered. 

And had not room enough to do its work? 

Alas! how slim, dishonourably slim! 

And cranim'd into a space we blush to name! 

Proud poyally ! how alter'd in thy looks ; 

How Wank thy features, and how wan thy hue! 

Son of tiie morning : whither art thou gone ? 

Where host thou hid thy manv-spanglra head, 

And the majestic menace of tnine eyes 

Felt from afar ? Pliant and powerless now 

Like new-bom infant bound up in his swathee. 

Or victun tumbled flat upon his back, 

That throbs beneath the sacrificer's knife : 

Mute must thou bear the strife of little tonguei^ 

And coward insult* of lYve \»afe-\»Tsi cwwdU 
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That grudge a pHvilege thou never hadrt. 

But only tx>ped for in the peaceful grave. 

Of being unmolested and alone. 

Araby*8 gums, and odoriferous drugs, 

And honours by the heralds duly paid 

In mode and form, even to a very scruple ; 

cruel irony ! these come too late ; 

And only mock whom they were meant to hooonr. 

Surely, there's not a dunceon-slave that's buried 

In the highway, unshrouded and unoafim'd. 

But lies as soil, and sleeps as sound ai he. 

Sorry pre-eminence of high descent 

Above the vulgar^bom, to rot in state! 

But see! the well-plumed hearse comes nodding (m. 

Stately and slow ! and properly attended 

By the w hole sable triTO, tnpl T>ainful watch 

Trtie sick man's door, and live liixm the dead, 

By letting out their persons by ine hour 

TV) mimic sorrow wnen the heart 's not sad ! 

How rich the trappings, now They 're all unfurl'd 

And glitt'ring in the sim ! I'rii.niphant enuriea 

Of conquerors, and coronation pomps, 

In glory scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 

Retard the unwieldy show ; wliilst, from the case- 

roen's, 
And houses' tops, ranks behind ranks close wedged 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this waste? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcase 
That's fiillen into disgrace, and in the noetril 
Smells horrible ! Ye undertakers ! tell us, 
'Midst all the gorgeous figures you exhibit 
Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 
You make tnis mighty stir? 'Tis wisely done: 
What would ofifend the ^e in a good ptcturer 
The painter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appeu'at! 
Below the envy of the private man! 
Honour, that nuHhUctome officioiia ilV, 
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PnnuM ifaee e'en to death, nor there stopi ^1011 
Strange per!>ecution ! \rhen the grave ilaelf 
Im no protection from rude sufiferance. 

Afaaurd! to think to over-reach the grave! 
And from the wreck of names to reacue oiin! 
The best concerted schemes men lay for fiune 
IXe fast away; only themselves die raster. 
Ilie fiur-fiimed sculptor, and the laurel baid. 
Those bold insurers of eternal fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain, 
The tap'ring pyramid, th' Egyptian's pride, 
And wonder oi* the world ! whose spiky top 
Has wounded the thick clotid, and long outlived 
The angry shaking of the winter's storm; 
Yet spent at last by th* iixjurics of heaven, 
Shatter'd with age, aiid furrow'd o'er with vearik 
The mystic cone with hieroglyphics crusteo, 
Gives way. O lamentable sight ! at once 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down ; 
A hideous and misshapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wTcstlc but in vain 
With all-subduing Time ; her cank'ring hand 
With calm deU berate malice wasteth them: 
Worn on the edge of days, the brass consumes, 
The busto moulaen, andf the deep<:ut marble, 
Unsteady to the steel, gives up its chaige. 
Ambition, half convicted of her folly. 
Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Blah. 



TO AN OLD 8TCAMORE, ON THE BANKS 
OP THE OHIO. 

Rode tree, now gaunt with eld, 
Storm-worn and thunder«carr'd, without a spimy» 
Dodder, or moss, or mistletoe, to deck 
Thine antique nakednesa; ina4««dQ ^imck 
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Of the Great Wilderness now past away ; 
What tales of blood, of wild and wooduuid fiajt 

Lie in thy hollows cell'd, 
ipiy oouldst tnou but speak the scenes thou hast 
beheld! 

A monarch in pest years. 
Thy speckled boughs, though now so leafless, 

roU'd 
Billows of verdure in the summer gust, 
^id to the sweliinff river swept, like dust, 
donds of autunuuu tribute : thus, of old. 
When the red Shawnee rotted in thy mould. 

The grave-vard of his peers, — 
le Dark and Bloody Ground,*— the lonely land of 

tean. 

Yes ; at thy root the roar 
Of wrath has sounded, and the death-song woke; 
The captured Huron, dying at the stake, 
Drram'd of the green paths by his siurging lake; 
Or captive maiden from the hills of oak 
And pine, blue Unika8,t — beneath the yoke. 

Wept her rough play-grounds o'er, 
taks, vales, and gushing springs, ne*er to be look'd 
aia more. 

And here, perhaps, when Boone 
Stole firom the auskj^ forest, and, at nieht, 
Gaaed on the swee{Hng river, here he Kept 
Ifis lonely vigils pleasantly, or slept, 
Dreaming the dream of home, and woke, with 

, fright, 
Td coi\)ure yells of Indians <m the height. 

From the nocturnal tune 
* boding owl or nightliawk, flitting in the moon. 

*Said to be the meaning of the Indian name, Kmtuekir, 
tThe Cherokee mountaim. 
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Such scenes as these hast thou 
Lo(A*d on, old Sycamore! but ne'er anin 
Shalt thou behold them ; fnnn the nimet bed 
Beaver, and bear, and lapping wolf an fled ; 
The bison-path is empty, and the den 
Of the hill-roaming elk a place for men. 
Up to thy blasted brow 
I look with joy and pride, and ask, What aeest Am 
nowl 

Where is the Wilderness, 
That once was wide around thee? ay. so broad, , 
That the keen vulture o*or thee in the air, 
Saw not its confines ? where the Indian ? where 
The smoking cabin, and the fresh-tum'd sod. 
Wet with the blood the settler gave to God^— 

His purchase, and his cess, 
For the clysian lands his peaceful sons possett? 

Up to thy cloud once more, 
Keen vulture! stretch tlio wing, and scale the ikf: 
Where is the Wilderness ? — Auown the steeps 
Eastern the flood of emigration sweeps ; 
On the North laJics a thousand squadrons fly ; 
And o*er the Western prairies, wnere thine eye 
Wearies, the smoke-drifts pour — 
Vain search! vain thought! tlie Wilderness was bat 
of yore. 

Of yore — for, sweetly seen 
O'er the smooth tide, the rotting boughs behold 
The ma^ic city,* — wall, and roof, and spire, 
Blazing m sunset, and ^cir pictured fire 
Glass'din a river rolling on m gold, — 
A scene of heaven! What say'st thou« patriarefa 
old! 
That view*st the latest scene, — 
(Hiio sleeping at the footstool of his Queen f 
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Enough! — ^It is the last 
Of all the changes ; and thy niinfl grim 
But ill beseem the pageant smiling near. 
Yet fall not ; Ufl thy mouldering hatchments sere 
Still for the musing passer : Every hmb, 
Plunged in the flood, shall tell its tale to him 

Better than trumpet-blast, — 
XtB l^;end of the Wilderness, its story of the Past 

Dr. Birik 



DEATH. 



How shocking must thy summons be, O Death! 
To him that is at ease m his possessions; 
Who, counting on long years of pleasure here. 
Is quite uufurnish'd for that world ft> come! 
In that dread moment, how the frantic soid 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and shrieks for help, 
But shrieks in vain ! how wishfully she looks 
On all she 's leaving, now no longer hers ! 
A httle longer, yet a Uttle longer, 
might she stay to wash away her stains, 
And fit }ier for her passage! mournful sight! 
Her eyes weep blooa ; and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror : but the foe, 
Like a staimch murderer steady to his purpose, 
Porsues her close through every lone of me, 
Nor misses once the track, but presses on ; 
Till, forced at last to the tremendous veige, 
At once she sinks to everlasting ruin. 

Sare, 'tis a serious thing to die ! my soul ! 
What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey's end thou hast the gulf in view! 
That awful gulf no mortal e'er repass'd. 
To tell what 's doing on the other side ! 
Nature runs back and shudders at the sight. 
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And ovory life-string bleeds at thonghtfl of partiogt 
For part tney muM : Ixnly and soul must put; 
Fond couple! linked inore clone than wedded par* 
This wintrn its way to its Almighty Source^ 
The witness of its actions, now its judge; 
Thiit dru|M into the dark and noisome gnve, 
Like a disabled pitcher, of no use. 

If death was noiliing, and naught after death; 
If, when men died, at onec they ceased to be, 
Ket liming to the Imrren womb of nothing 
Whence tirnt they sprung ; then might the debandiM 
Untremblint; mouth the heavens ; then might dw 

drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and when 'tis drain'd 
Fill up another to the brim, and lau^h 
At the poor bugl)car I)eath; then might the wretdi 
That's weary of the world, and tired of life. 
At once give each iiu|uiciude the slip, 
Hy stealing out of being when ho pleased, 
And b^ what w:iy ; whether by hemp or steel 
Deaths thousand duurs stiuid o|)en. Who ooold 

fon'o 
Tlio ill-pleased guefit to sit out his full time, 
i>r blame him ii he goew^ Sure! ho does well 
That helps himself as timely as ho can. 
When able. Hut if there is an kereafier. 
And that there is, conscience uninfluenced, 
And suflf^r'd to spt^ak out, tells every man. 
Then must it be an awful thing to uie ; 
Moro horrid yet to die by one's own hand. 
Self-munler! name it not; our island's shame. 
That makcH her the reproach of neighbouring itit«l> 
Shall nature, swerving from her earucst dictate, 
{Self-preservation, fall by her own act ? 
Forbid it, Heaven! let not, upon di^ust, 
The shameless hand Ikj foully crimson'd o*er 
With bliMxl of its own lonl. Dreadful attempt! 
Just reeking from self^laughter, in a raee 
To niah into the presence of out Jud^e! 



BOOK OF POETKY. 178 

•As if we challenged him to do his wont, 

.And matter'd not his wrath. Unheard-of tortures 

Itfvst be reserved for such : these herd together; 

"The GomiDon damn'd shun their society, 

And look upoD themselves as fiends less foul. 

Our time is fix'd ; and all our days are niunber*d ; 

How long, how short, we know not: this we know, 

Da^ requires we calmly wait the summons. 

Nor dare to stir till Heaven shall give permission ; 

Like sentries that must keep their destined stand, 

And wait th* appointed hour till they 're relieved. 

lliose axdy are the brave who keep their ground, 

And keep it to the last. To run away 

Is but a coward's trick : to run away 

From titiis world's ills, that at the very worst 

Win soon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourselves 

^r boldly venturing on a world unknown, 

And (dunging headlong in the dark ; *t is mad ; 

No frenzy huf so desperate as this. 

Tell OS, ye dead ! will none of you in pity 

To those you left behind disclose the secret? 

! that some courteous ghost would blab it out. 

What 'tis you are, and we must shortly be. 

Fve heard that souls departed have sometimes 

Forewam'd men of their death: 'twas kindly done 

To knock and give th' alarum. But what means 

This stinted dmrity? 'tis but lame kindness 

That does its work by halves. Why might 3roa not 

Tell us what 'tis to die ? Do the stnct laws 

Of yoar society forbid your speaking 

Upon a point so nice ? Ill ask no more ; 

Sullen lure lamps in sepulchres, your shine 

EnJi^tens but yourselves : well — 't is no matter: 

A yery little time will clear up all. 

And make ns leam'd as you are, and as close. 
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WATCH! 

Life ii a sea — ^how &ir its isuce, 
How imooth its dimpling waten pace, 

ItB canopy how pure ! 
But rockB below, and tempestB deep* 
Insidious, o'er the glassy aeep, 

Nor leave an hour secure. 

life is a wilderness — ^beset 

With tangUng thorns, and treacherous net, 

And prowPd by beasts of prey. 
One patn alone conducts aright. 
One narrow path, with little light ; 

A thousand lead astray. 

life is a warfare — and alike, 
Prepared to parley, or to strike, 

Tne practised foe draws nigh. 
O hold no truce ! less dangerous far 
To stand, and all his phalanx dare, 

Than trust his specious he. 

Whatever its fi>rm, whate'er its flow, 
While life is lent to man below, 

One duty stands contest — 
To watch mcessant, firm of mind, 
To watch, where'er the post assigned, 

And leave to God the rest. 

nr was while they watch'd, the shepherd flwaiw 
Heard angels strike to angel'Strains 

The song of heavenly love ; 
Blest harmony, that fitr excels 
All music else on earth that dwella. 

Or e'er was tuned above. < 

Twas while they watch'd the sages traced 
The star that every star efl&ced 

WiA new and nobler shine ; 
They fbllow'd, and it led the way, 
To where the in&nt Saviour lay, 

And gave thorn light divine. 
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T was whfle they watch'd, with lamp in hand. 
And oil well stored, the Virgin band 

The bridal pomp descried ; 
Tliey join*d it — and the heavenly gate. 
That oped to them its glorious state, 

Was closed on all beside. 

Watch ! ** Watch and pray !" — in suffering hour 
Thus He exclaim'd who felt its power, 

And triumpli'd in the strife. 
Victor of death! thy voice I hear: 
Fain would I watch with holy fear, 
Would watch and pray through life's career, 

And only cease with life. 

Dr. Mason Gooid. 



THE SPIRIT OF BEAUTY. 

The Smrit of Beauty unfurls her light. 
And wneels her course in a joyous flight, 
I kiiow her track through the oalmy air, 
fiv the bloescnns that cluster and whiten there ; 
%e leaves the tops of the mountains green. 
Aim! gems the valley with crystal sheen. 

At mom, I know wheije she rested at ni^ht, 
For the rases are gushing with dewy dehght; 
Then she mounts e^gain, and arouna her flings 
A shower of light from her purple wings. 
Till the spirit is drunk with the music on hi^ 
That silently fills it with ecstasy ! 

At noon, she hies to a cool retreat, 

Where bowering elms over waters meet; 

She dimples the wave, where the green leaves dip, 

Hiat smiles, as it curls, like a maiden's lip, 

When her tremulous bosom would hide in vain, 

Fnoa her lover, the hope that die loves a^ti. 
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At eve, ihe hangs o*er the western aky 
Dark clouds for a glorious canopy ; 
And round the skirts of each sweeping ftld« 
^e paints a border of crimson and gold. 
Where the lingering sunbeams love to stay. 
When their g(M in his glory has pass'd awijF- 

She hovers around us at twilight hour, 
When her presence is fell with the deepest pofwer; 
She mellows the landscape, and cro\%'ds the streaB 
With shadows that flit like a fair}' dream .* — 
Still wheeling her flight through the gladsome vt, 
The Spirit oTBeauty is everywhere ! 



DU GUESCLIK'S RANSOM. 

*• He sliall be free !" Prince Edward said, 

" Nor longer on a name, 
So fair and far renown'd as mine, 

Shall rest unkiiightly shame. 

" Sir Knight, tliou art a noble man. 

Then name thy ransom-foe; 
Whatever the sum, by my good sword, 

Thy ransom it shall be !" 

Du Guesclin, in his prison garb, 

Stood proudly 'miu tho hall. 
And named, with conscious worth, a sum 

Might free a king from thrall. 

Prince Edward's brow grew darkly red, 

'* Sir Knight, I say thee nay; 
So proud a raiuaom as thou namett. 

No Christian knight can pay." 

Three paces stepp'd Du Guesclin on. 
And naughtier grew his brow ; 

«The kings of France and fair Caatile 
Will not deaeii me uow. 



BOOK OF POKTKY. 177 

I know a hundred Breton knights, 

Ail men of high degree* 
knd each his old and fair domain 

Would sell to make me free : 

There *s not a woman at her wheel 

Tluoughout this j^iyatoja land» 
rhat would not labour joyfully 

To free me from thy hand. 

Ifext mom upon his barbed steed, 

With knightly sword and lance, 
ftode ibrwa^ from his prison-gate 

The bravest man in France. 

Mary Howitt. 



TYROLESE WAR-SONG. 

There 's a cloud in the sky, 
rniere *s a cloud in the glen ; 
But the one is of vapour, 
The other of men. 

We have sworn by the blood 
Which Napoleon has spilt. 
With the arm on the altar, 
The hand on the hilt — 

We have sworn by that God, 
Who can keep us, and save us, 
To fight for the land 
Whicn our forefathers gave us. 

We have sworn by oiur love, 

1^ that spell which hath boimd us. 

To fight tor the maids 

And the mountains around us. 

We hav^ ta'en our last loc^ — 
We have ta'en our last loss— 
But let that hour of anguish 
Be paid for in this. 
12 
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Down, down with the locki 
On the hell-hounds below. 
And clear let the horn 
Of the Tyrolese blow. 

Cut— cut away, 
With the stonertnM the trees, 
And let France lung remember 
The brave Tyrolese ! 

And woe be to him, 
'Mid the thousands beneath, 
Whom the Tyrolese marks 
From his mountuiiiuus heath. 

There 's a spell in hia eye, 
There *s u spell in his breath. 
And the sound of his gim 
Is the watchword of death. 

Now, now is the time, 
While our standard still waves, 
To show there arc some yet 
Who will not be slaves. 



THE CHARACTER. 



Airo» 



An easy mien, engaging in address, 

Looks which at once each winning grace expresi^ 

A life where love and truth are ever join'd, 

A nature ever great and ever kind ; 

A wisdom soii^ and a judgment clear. 

The smile indulgent, and a soul sincere ; 

Meek without meanness, gentle and humane ; 

Food of improving, but yet never vain ; 

So justly gpood, so fiiithful to his friend. 

Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 

A mind wnere gen'rous |Hty stands confess'd 

Ready to ease e^d succour the distress'd : 
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l^thett raspect and admiration raise, 
^^ ffurely must demand our ^[reatett praise ; 
Q one^lMignt view th' accompbsh'd youth we see* 
oese virtues all are thine-fluid thou art he. 

Anon. 



BERNARDO DEL CARHO. 



The celebrated Spanish champion, Bernardo del Oarpio, 
rioff made many ineflfectual efibrti to procure the releaw 
hn fbther, the Count Said ana, who had been impriaoned 
King Alfonso of Anturias, almost from the time of Ber- 
ido's birth, at last toolc up arms in despair. The war which 
maintained proved so destructive, that the men of the land 
bered round the kini;, and united in demanding SaJdana's 
irtf . Alfonso accordingly ofiered Bernardo immediate pos- 
•ioo of his father's person, in exchange for his castle of 
ipio. Bernardo, without hesitation, gave up his strong 
d with all his captives, and being assured that his father 
i then on his way from prison, rode forth with tbe king to 
Bt him. *And when he saw his father approaching, he ex- 
meit* says the ancient chronicle, ' " Oh ! (Sod. is the Count 
dana indned coming 7** " Look where he it,'* replied tbe 
el king, " and now go and greet him, whom yon have so 
I desired to see.** ' — ^The remainder of the story will be 
■d related in the balhul. The chromdee and romaneei 
re Of nearly in tbe dark, as to Bernardo's fiitnia biitorf 
vtliiieTeot] 



(E warrior bow'd his crested head, and tamed his 

heart of fire, 
d sued the haughty king to fiee his kag-imprisco- 

ed sire; 
)ledge thee here myibrtress-keys, Ibring my captive 

tram, 
ledge thee faith, my liege, my lord t— oh! break 

my fiither's chain!" 



j 



180 YOUNG man's 

" Rise, rise ! e'en now thy father come% a 

man this day ; 
Mount thy ^ood horse, and thou and I will mselliii 

on his way." — 
Then lightly roee that loyal son, and bounded on la 

steed. 
And urged, as if with lance in rest, the chiigtf'' 

foamy speed. 

And lo ! from far, as on they pre8s*d, there csme i 

glittcrins band. 
With one that midst them stately rode, as a leader 

in the land ; 
— "Now haste, Bernardo, haste! for there, in wy 

truth, is he. 
The father whom thy faithful heart hath yeam'd « 

long to 800." 

His dark eye flash 'd, — his proud breast heavedr-W* 

cheek's hue oomo and went, — 
He roaoh'd that gray-hair'd chieflain's side, and diere 

dismounting bent, 
A lowly knee to earth he bent, his father's band bi 

took — 
What was there in its touch that all his fieiy wfJBi 

shook? 

That hand was cold — a frozen thing— it dropp'd fi<* 

his like lead — 
He look'd up to the face above, — the fiic© was of »• 

dead — 
A plume waved o'or the noble brow — the brow 

fix'd and white — 
He met at last liis father's eyes — ^but in them 

no nght ! 

Up from the ground he sprang and gazed— but v^ 

could point that gaze ? 
They hush'd their very hearts that saw iti bofl* 

and amaze — 
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efmi^thave chain'd him, as before that itony 

form he stood, 
r die power was stricken from his arm, and Stom 

his lip the blood. 

•ther !" at length he murmnr'd low, and wept like 
diildhood then — 

Ik not of grief till thou hast seen the teara of war- 
like men ! 

t thought on all his glorious hopes, and all his young 
renown — 

> fhmg his falchicm from his side, and in the dust 
sat down. 

en ooverinff with his steel-gloved hands his darkly 

mournful brow, 
fomore, there is no more," he said, "to lift the 

sword for now — 
f king is false, my hope betray 'd, my father — oh! 

me worth, 
« glory, and the loveliness are pass'd away from 

earth. 

thought to stand where banners waved, my sire! 

beside thee yet — 
vonld that there oiu* kindred blood on Spain's free 

«m1 had met — 
Mm wouldst have known my spirit then — £ot thee 

my fields were won, 
id diou hast perish'd in thy chains, as though thou 

badst no son !" 

ten starting from the ^und once more, he seized 

Ihe monarch's rem, 
<udst the pale and withered looks of all the cour* 

tier train ; 
)d with a fierce, o'ermastering grasp the rearing 

war-lu>rse led, 
id sternly set them fiice to face — the king befim 
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Cune I not fordi upon thy pledge, my fiuher*! hand 

to kiss? 
— ^ etill, and saze thou on, fidse king ! and tell W 

what is tliis ? 
The voice, the glance, the heart I sought — give an* 

swer, where are they ? 
—If thou wouldst clear thy perjured soul, send Hie 

through this cold clay. 

"Into these glassy eyes put light — be still! kwp 

down thine ire — 
Bid these white li^pi a blessing speak—this earth » 

not my sire^ 
Give me back him for whom I strove, for whom Bf 

blood was shed — 
Thou canst not? — and a king! — ^his dust be mouu* 

tains on thy head !" 

He loosed the steed, — ^his slack hand fell — upon ^ 

silent face 
He cast one long, deep, troubled look, then tuni'd 

from that sad place — 
His hope was crush'a, his afler-fate untold in martial 

strain — 
His banner led the spears no more amidst the hil]><» 

Spain. 

Mas. HsMANft 



SONG. 

Still to be neat^ still to be dress*d 
As you were going to a feast ; 
Still to be powder'd, still perfumed ; 
liOdy, it is to be presumea, 
Though art's hid causes are not found. 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, eive me a face 
Tliat makes sim^Vdly a ^;nic%\ 
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yen loosely flowing, hair as free ; 
:h sweet neelect more taketh me 
m all di' acfulteries of art; 
3y strike mine eyes, but not my heart 

Bbn JoNioir. 



TIIE SiaUAN VESPERS. 

rcE o'er sea and earth 
th the voil of evening feU, 
tie convent tower sent deeply finth 
3 chime of its vesper-bell, 
noment, and that solemn somid 
1 heavily on the ear ; 
sterner echo passed aromid, 
lich the boldest shook to hear. 

itartlcd monks throng'd up, 
ihe torchlight cold and dim ; 
he priest ^t fall his incense cup, 
d the virgin hush'd her hymn ; 
boding dash, and a clanging tramp, 
d a summoning voice were heard, 
fretted wall, and tombstone damp^ 
the fearful echo stirr'd. 

Deasant heard the sound, 

he sat beside his hearth ; 

the sons and the dance were hush'd around, 

th the Hreside tale of mirth. 

;hieftam shook in his bannered hall, 

the sound of war drew nigh ; 

the warder shrank from the castle waD, 

the gleam of spears wait by. 

woe to the stranger then ; 
the feast and flow of wine, 
9 red array of mailed men, 
bow'd at the holy shrine ; 
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For the waken*d pride of an injured kmd 

Hi^ bunt iti iron thrall ; 
From the plumed chief to the pilgrim btud; 

Woe, woe, to the sons of Gaul 1 

Proud beings fell that hour, / 

With the young and pawing fair, 
And the flame went up from dome and towtf { 

The avenger's arm was there ! 
The stranger priest at the altar stood* 

And clasp'd his beads in prayer, 
Bat the holy shrine grew dim with blood; 

The avenger found him there ! 

Woe, woe, to' the sons of Gaul ; 

To the serf and mailed lord ; 
They were gather'd darkly, one and all, 

To the harvest of the sword ; 
And the morning sun. with a quiet smile, 

Shone out o'er hill and glen. 
On ruin'd temple and momdering pile, 

And the ghastly Ibrms of men. 

Ay, the sunshine sweetly smiled. 

As its early glance came forth ; 
It had no sympathy with the wild 

And ternble things of earth ; 
And the man of blcKxl that day might read. 

In a language freely ^ven. 
How ill his dork and midnight deed 

Became the light of heaven. 

J. 0. WHrrnn. 



CZ£RNI GEORGE. 

T WAS noon : a crimson banner play'd 
Above thy rampart port, Belgreoe ; 
From time to time the gong's deep tweU 
Bo9o thundering ijom uve citadel; 
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■OOQ the trampling charger's din 
I of some mustering pomp within, 
all 'without was stm and drear; 
long streets wore the hue of fear, 
desert, but where some ouick eye 
r'd from the curtain'd gallery; 
crouching slow fiom roof to roof) 
I Servian glanced, then shrank aloof, 
er, yet drying, to look oa 
I business to be that day done. 
> din grew louder ; trampling feet 
m*d rushing to the central street 
nM fill'd ; me city's idle brood 
tter*d before, few, haggard, rude: 
>n came the Spahis pressing on 
h kettle-drum and gonialon ; 
1 ever at the cymbal's clash, 
ibook their spears the sudden flash, 
, like a shatter'd sable sail, 
eel'd o'er their rear the black horse-tail, 
hurrying thick, like men who yield, 
sen who seek some final field. 

if lead a captive ; the pashaw 
m his large eye draws oack with awe ; 
tongues are silent in the group 
o round that fearful strainer troop: 
still has homage, though his hands 
straining in a felon's bands. 
Moslem he ; his brow is bare, 
e one wild tress of raven hair, 
e a black serpent deeply bound, 
ere once sat Servia's golden round, 
neck bends low, and many a stain 
blood shows how it feels the chain ; 
easant's robe is o'er him flung, 
wordless sheath beside him hung; 
sitB a charger, but a slave 
V hoiiAB the bndle of the biave. 
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And DOW they line the palace square, 

A splendid sight, as noon's full glare 

Pours on their |»oud caparison, 

Anns rough with gold and <lam]mg slone. 

Horse-nets, and shawls of Indian aye, 

O'er brows of savage majesty. 

But where 's the fetter'd rider now ? 

A flag above, a block below. 

An £thiop headsman low'ring near. 

Show where must close his stem career. 

A thousand eves are fix'd to mark 

The fading or his eye's deep spark. 

The auicken'd heaving of his broast ; 

But ail within it is at rest; 

There is no quivering norve ; his brow 

Scarce bent upon tlie crowd bolow, 

He stands in settled, stately gluom, 

A warrior's statue on his tomb. 

A trumpet ran^ ; — the turban'd line 
Clash'd up tlieir spears, tlie headsman's sign. 
Then, like the flomo-burst from the forge. 
Blazed thy dark visage, CZERNI (^COISgE! 
He knew that tnimpet's Turkish wail, 
His guide tliroug^ many a f()rcst vale. 
When, scattering like the hunted deer, 
The Moslem felt his early spear; 
He heard it when the Servian targe 
Broke down the Delhi's desperate charge, 
And o'er the flight his scimetor 
Was like the flashing of a star: 
That day his courRer to the knee 
Was bathed in blood, and Servia free ! 
That day, before he sheathed his blade. 
He stood a sovereign in Belgrade ; 
The field, the throne, were on that eye, 
Which wander'd now so wild and high. 

The hour had waned ; the sunbeam fell 
Full on the palaoe pinnacle ; 
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rhe evdden cretcent cm its spire 

3eaiad o*er a cross ! his eye shot fire ! 

rhat cross was o'er the crescent set, 

rhe day he won the coronet. 

le dasn'd away a tear of pride, 

iuB hand was darted to his side^ — 

So sword was there : — a bitter smile 

rold the stem spirit's final thrill ; 

let all not agony; afiir. 

Mark'd he no cloud of northern war? 

Sweird on his imiphet ear no clang 

)f tribes that to their saddles sprang ? 

^o Russian cannon's heavy hail 

n vengeance smiting the derail ? 

rhe whole was but a moment's trance, 

riiat 'soaped the turl>an'd rabble's glance ; 

K. sigh, a stride, a stamp, the whole ; ' 

rime measures not the tides of soul. 

le was absorb'd in dreams, nor saw 

rhe hurried glare of the pashaw, 

Vor saw the heudsman's backward step, 

To give his axe the wider sweep. 

"town came the blow! — the selfsame smile 

Wb» lingering on the dead Up still, 

iVlten 'mid the train, the pikeman bore 

rhe bloody head of the Pandour. 

• ««««««* •• 

rhe night was wild, the atabal 
Scarce echo'd on the rampart wall; 
Scarce heard the shrinking sentinel 
Phe night-horn in the tempest's yell. 
)ut forms, as shot tlie lightning's glare, 
Stole silent through that palace-square, 
Vnd thick and dim a weeping group 
Seem'd o'er its central spot to stoop. 
The storm a moment paused ; the moon 
iroad from a hiirr3riiig cloud-raft shoiie ; 
t shone upon a headless trunk', 
laised in their arms ; the moonbeam sank. 
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And all was dimnesB ; but the beat 

Came sudden as of parting feet, I Si 

And sweet and solemn voices pined 1 <- 

In the low lapses of the wind. 

Twas like the hymn, when soldiers bear 

A soldier to his sepulchre. 

The lightning threw a shaft below ; 
The stately square was desert now. 
Yet far, as &r as eye could strain, 
Was seen the remnant of a train ; 
A waverinff shadow of a crowd, 
That round some noble burden bow'd. 
*T was gone, and all was night once more. 
Wild rain, and whirlwind's doubled roar ! 

CboUT' 



DAYBREAK. 



*The PilKrim they laid in a large upper chamber, who* 
window opened towards the Ban-riBins; the name of tke 
chamber was Peace ; where be slept till break of daj, and tbao 
Im awoke and sang.* 



Now, brighter than the host, that, all night loog> 

In fiery armour, up tlie heavens high 

Stood watch, ^ou comest to wait the momiDg* 

song. 
Thou comest to tell my day again is nigh. 
Star of the dawning, cheerfulis thine eye ; 
And yet in the brocul day it must ^w aim. 
Thou seem*st to look on me as askine why 
My mourning eyes with silent tears do swim ; 
TTiou bid*8t me turn to God, and seek my rest in 

Ilim. 
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Canst ihoa grow sad,' thou aa/tt, *m earth grows 

teiffht? 
\iid nsp, when little birds b^in discoune 
n quick, low voices, ere the streaming light 
?6un cm their nests, as sprung fiom day's fireth 

source? 
iVith creatures innocent thou must, perforce, 
S. sharer be, if that thine heart be pure, 
\nd holy hour Uke this, save sharp remorse, 
!)f ills and pains of life, must be tne cure, 
d brcAthe m kindred calm, and teach thee to en- 
dure.' 

[ feel its calm. But there 's a sombrous hue 
Along that eastern cloud of deep, dull red ; 
Nor glitters yet the cold and heavy dew; 
4nd all the \%'oods and hilUtops stand outspread 
V^ith dusky lights, which warmth nor comfort 

shed. 
Still — save the binl that scarcely lifls its song — 
The vast world seems the tomb of all the dead— 
The silent city emptied of its throng, 
id ended, all alike, grief, mirth, love, hate, and 

wrong. 

But wrong, and hate, and love, and grief^ and 

mirth 
Will ouicken soon ; and hard, hot toil and strife. 
With neadlong purpose, shake this sleeping earth 
With discord strange, and all that man calls life. 
With thousand scattor'd beauties nature 's rife : 
And airs, and woods, and streams, breathe har* 

monies : — 
Man weds not these, but takcth art to wife ; 
Nor binds his heart with soft and kindly ties : 
it feverish, blinded liv(», and, feverish, sated dies. 

And 'tis because man nseth so amiss 
Her dearest blesnngs, Nature seemeth sad ; 
Else why should she, in sulIi fresh hour as tfail, 
Not lift the veil, in revelation glad, 
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From her fiur iace I — it is that man ii mad . 
Then chide me not, clear star, that I repiot, 
When Nature grieves ; nor deem this beait if 
Thou look'st towards earth : but yet the bfls 

are thine; 
While I to earth am bound : — ^When will Ihe hea 

be mine? 

If man would but his finer nature learn. 
And not in life fantastic lose the sense 
Of simpler things ; could Nature's features He 
Teach him be moviffhtful ; then, with soul inti 
I should not yearn tor God to take nie hence, 
But bear my lot, albeit in spirit bow*d. 
Remembering, humbly, why it is, and whenct 
But when I see cold man of reason proud. 
My solitude is sad — ^I 'm lonely in tlic crowd. 

But not for this alone, the silent tear 
Steals to mine eyes, while looking on the laor 
Nor for tliis solemn hour : — fresh life is nearr 
But all my joys ! — they died when newly bor 
Thousands will wake to joy ; while I, fbriorn 
And like the stricken doer, with sickly eye, 
Shall see them pass. Breathe calm— my s[ 

torn; 
Ye holy thoughts, lift up my soul on high f— 
Te hopes of thmgs unseen, the far-off world 1 
nigh. 

And when I grieve, 0, rather, let it be 
That I — whom Nature taught to sit with her 
On her proud mountains, by her rollinj^ sea — 
Who, when the winds are up, with mi^h^ iti 
Of woods and waters, feel the quickenmg spo 
To my strong spirit; — who, as mine own chik 
Do love the flower, and in the ragged bur 
A beauty see-— that I this mother mild 
Should leave, and gd with Care, and passkuM i 
and wild. 



<■ 
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How Biiddenly that straight and glitterjii(|f shaft 
Shot 'thwart the earth ! — ^in crown of liying &re 
XJp oomos the day ! — as if they conscious quaffed 
The sunny flood, hill, forest, city, spire 
Laugh in the wakening light. Ga vain Desire! 
The dusky lights have gone ; go thou thy way ! 
And pining I^uscontent, like them, expire! 
Be cul'd my chamber, Feack^ when ends the day, 
And let me with the dawn, like Pilgaim, sing and 
pray! 

Dana. 



THE MONKEY. 

MoNKET, little merry fellow, 
Thou art nature^s punchinello ! 
Full of fun as Puck could be; 
Harlequin might learn of thee ! 

Look now at his odd grimaces ! 
Saw you e'er such comic fiices? 
Now like learned judge sedate , 
Now with nonsense in his pate ! 

Nature, in a sunny wood, 
Must have been in merry mood, 
And with laughter fit to burst, 
Mcmkey, when she made thee first 

How yoQ leap'd and firisk'd about. 
When your hfe you first found out ; 
How you threw, in roguish mirth, 
Cocoa-autB on mother earth ; 

How you sate and made a din 
Louder tiian had ever been, 
TOi the Furoti, all a-iiot, 
Chatter'd too to keep you quiet; 
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little, merry Monkey, tell 
Was there kept no chronicle f 
And have yon no legends old, 
Wherein this, and more is told ? 

How the ivorld*s first children ran 
lAUghing from the monkey-man. 
Like Abel and his brother, 
Laughing, sliouting to their mother? 

And could you keep down j^ur mirUw 
When the floods were on the eardi ; 
When from all your drowning kin. 
Good old Noah took you in 1 

In the very Ark, no doubt. 
You went fix>Ueking about; 
Never keepins in your mind, 
Drowned monkeys left behind f 

No, we cannot hear of this ; 
Gone are all the witnesses ; 
But I 'm very sure tliat you 
Made both mirth and nuschief too I 

Have ye no traditions, — none 
Of the court of Solomon ? 
]>fo memorial how ye went 
With prince Hiram's armament? 

Were ye given, or were ye sold 
W jth tne peacocks and the gold ? 
Is It all forgotten quite, 
'Cause ye neither read nor write ? 

Look now at him ! Slyly peep. 
He pretends he is asleep ; 
Fast asleep upon his bed. 
With his arm beneath his head. 
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V that posture ii not rig^t, 
I he is not settled quite^- 
jre! that's better than belora, 
1 the knave pretends to snore ! 

! he is not half asleep ! 

, he slyly takes a peep! 

nkey, though your eyes were shut* 

1 could see tlus little nut 

1 shall have it, pigmy brother! 
tat, another i and another I 
/, jrour cheeks are Uke a sack« — 
down and begin to crack. 

sre, the little ancient man 
icks as fast as crack he can ! 
w, good bye, you merry iiellow, 
lure's primest punchineilo ! 

HowiTT. 



MY EARLY DAYS. 

UNDEE A PICTURE TAKEN IN CHIUUIOOIX 

ly days, my ^u*ly daj'S, 
oming stars that linger yet ; 
am as dear departing rays, 
a every other star hu set: 

•f the ocean of my life, 
om of fruit all faded now; 
ten sands in old Time's fflass, 
reen leaves on a wither^ boogh; 

lere are ye, and whara am I f 
re is that happy sinlen diild. 
laaed the gauoy butterfly, 
ly as that, and ftr mora Mrildt 
13 



194 YOUNG KAN'S 

Am I that bold and iiearleM boy, 
That stemm'd the flood and climb*d tht 1 

All healUi and truth, all life and joy, 
Fint in the frolic or the fight 

Ah ! no— where once the sunlight ahone^ 
I wander now amid the shade ; 

The hopes that led my boyhood on. 
Are withered all. or all oetray'd. 

I camiot bear to gaase a^ain, 
Qfa visions that coulaiade so fast ; 

Nor 'mid a present scene of pain. 
Cast back a thought on blisses pest 

i 



REMEMBRANCE. 

Man hath a weary pilgrimage, 

As through the world he wends ; 
On every stage from youth to age 

Still discontent attends; 
With heaviness he casts his eye 

Upon the rood before, 
And still remembers with a sigh 

The days that are no more. 

To school the little exile goes, 

Tom from his mother's arms,— 
What then shall soothe his earliest .woei 

When novelty hath lost its charms? 
Condemn'd to suffer through the day 
Restraints which no rewards repay, 

Aod eares where lovo has no conceifl 
Hope liffhtens as be counts the hoan 

'That nasten his return. 
Fiom hard control and tyrant rules, 
The onfteling discipline of schooli, 
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I child's aad thoughts will roam ; 
Murs will struggle in his eye, 
he remeraboFB with a sign, 
< comfiMtB of his home. 

comes : the toils and cares of life 
ment the restless mind ; 
9 shall the tired and harassed heart 
xuisolation find i 
is not Youth, as Fancy tells, 
I's summer prime of joy? 
> ! for holies too long delay*d, 
selinss blasted or betrayM, 
! filmed bliffi dctftroy ; 
le nBmembers with a mgh, 
eu^less da^-s of infancy. 

«r manhood now arrives, 
1 other thoughts come on, 
ith the boiirlcis hopes of youth 
generous ^aruith is gone ; 
■alculating cares succeed, 
mid thought, the wary deed, 
t dull realiiie^ of truth ; 
)n the post ho turns his eye, 
nbering with an envious sigh 
I happy dreams of youth. 

ches he the latter stage 
s our mortal pilgrimage, 
h feeble steps and slow ; 
Us that latter stage await, 
Id Experience learns, too late, 
t all is vanity below, 
vain delusions are gone by, 
die hopes are o'er, 
ge remembers widi a ngfa, 
ays that are oo more. 
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I 



TO A SPIDER. 

Spider ! thou need'st not run in fear about 

To shun my curious eyes, 
I wont humanely cniHh thy bowels out 

Lest thou shouldst eat the flies, — 
Nor will 1 roust Uiee with a fierce delight 
Thy strange instinctive fortitude to see, 
For there is one who might 
One day roast me. 

Thou *rt welc(Hno to a Rhymer sore perplex'd, 

The subject of his verse : 
There *8 many a one who on a better text 

Perhaps might comment worse : 
Then shrink not, old Freo-mason, fitMn my view» 
But quietly like mc npin out the line ; 
Do thou thy work pursue 
As I will mine. 

Weaver of snares, thou cmblemest the wayi 

Of Satan, sire of lies ; 
Hell's huge black S|)ider, fur mankind he layi 

His toils as thou for flies. 
When Betty's busy eye rims round the nom, 
Woe to that nice geometry, if seen ! 
But where is he whose broom 
The earth shall clean ? 

Spider ! of old thy flimsy webs were thought, 

And *t was a likeness true, 
To emblem laws in which the weak are caughtf 

But which the strong break through ; 
And if a victim in thy toils is ta'en. 
Like some poor client is that wretched fly—* 
I '11 warrant thee thou 'It drain 
His life-blood dry. 

And is not thy weak work like human schemfli 

And care on earth em^y'd ? 
Such are young hopes and Trove's delightful draaffl^ 

So euUy destroy 'd ! 
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does the Statesman, \irbile the Avengers sleeps 
Sell^eem'd secure, his wiles in secret lay ; 
Soon shall Destruction sweep 
I lis work away. 

on busy labourer ! one resemUanee more 
Shall vet the verse prolong, 
r Spider, thou art like the JPoet poor, 
rVhom thou hast help'd in song, 
ih busily our needtul food to win, 
»Ve worR, as Mature taught, withceaselea pains. 
Thy bowels tlM>u dost spin, 
1 spin my brains. 

SOITTHKT. 



THE LION. 

Liox, thou art girl with might! 
King t)y uncontested right ; 
Strength, and majesty, and pride 
Are ill Uiee personified ! 
Slaviitli doubt or timid fear 
Never came thy spirit near; 
Wlial is it to fly, or bow 
To a mightier than thou, 
Never has been known to thee, 
Creatiire terrible and free! 

I'ower the Mightiest, gave the Lion, 
Sinews like to braiuJs of iron ; 
Gave him force which never fail'd ; 
(lavo a heart that never quailed. 
Triple-mailed coat of steel. 
Plates of brass from head to heel. 
Less defensive were in wearing 
Than the Lion's heart of daring ; 
Nor could towers of strength impart. 
Trust like that which keeps his neart. 
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What are things to match with him f 
Serpents o)d, and strong and grim. 
Seas upon a desert shore, 
Mountain-wildomcsses hoar, 
Night and storm, and earthquakes dire» 
Tlwwless frost and raging tue— 
All that 's strong, and stem and darit, 
Ail that duth not miss its mark. 
All that makes man's nature tranhlSi 
Doth the desert-king resemble ! 
When he sends his roaring ibrth , 

Silence falls upon the earth ; 
For the creatures great and small, 
Know his terror-breathing call, 
And, as if by death pursued, 
Leaves to him a solitude. 

Lion, thou art made to dwell 
In hot lands intractable, 
And thyself, the sun, the sand, 
Are a tyrannous triple band : 
Lion-king and desert-throne, 
All the region m thy own ! 

HOWITT* 



ADVERSITY. 

When a great mind fidls. 
The noble nature of roan's gen'rous heaiC 
Doth bear him up against the shame of ruin, 
With gentle censure, using but his fiuiiti 
As modest means to introduce his prabe ; 
For pity, like a dewy twilight, comes 
To close th* oppressive splendour of his dav. 
And they who out admired him in his haigot^ 
His alter'd state lament, and love him &lni. 

BaiuA 
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MOURNING. 

madam ! nay, it is; I know not seemM, 
t alone my mky cloak, good mother* 
itomary suits of solemn black, 
ady su8pirati<m of forced breath, 
the fruitful river in the eye 
) dejected liaviour of the visage, 
er with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
ji denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 
y are actions that a man might play : 
ave that within, which passeth show; 
but the trap{MngB and the suits of woe. 

SUAKBFEARX. 



COURTIERS. 

e that go up hill, use to bow 

r bodies forward, and stoop low, 

^ise themselves, and sometimes creep, 

n th' way is difBcult and steep ; 

lose at court, diat do address 

>w ignoble offices, 

itoop at any thing that 's base, 

'riggle into trust and grace, 

ib^ to rise to greatnera sooner, 

1 those that go by wealth and honour. 

BuTuat 



DANCING. 

m he danced,— all foreigners excel 
ious Angles in the eloquence 
omime ; he danced, I say, right well, 
mphasis, and also with good sense — 
; in footing indispensable : 
ced without theatrical pretence, 
e a ballet-master in the van 
drilled D^-mphs, but like a %^x\xma^ 
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DON RODERICK IN BATTLE. 
My hor«)! 




kept thee daintily! 
Orelio, thou art in thy beauty Rtill, 
Tliy pride and Rtrenglh ! Orelio, mv good boneb 
Ouce more \\um bonrest to the field Uiy lord, 
lie who ao oft hath led aiid cheriah'd thee, 
He for whose sake, wherever ihou wert seen. 
Thou wert by all men honoured. Once again 
Tliou host thy pn){)Or tnnHter! Do thy part 
As thou wert wodi ; and boar him gloriously, 
My beautifnl ()ro!;o, — to the last — 
The h.ij);)i<'st of his noldsl — Then he drew forth 
The sc'iinilar, and, waving it aloO, 
Rcxle towunls tiio tnK>pfi ; its unacrustom'd th^ 
Disliked him. Renegade in all things! cried 
The Goih, and catft it Iruin him ; to ine cldefs 
Then said. If" 1 have done ve service here, 
Help mo, i prav you, lo a Spanish sword ! 
The trnsiiest blade, that o'er in Bilbilis 
Was dipp'd, would not to-day be misbestow'd 
On this right hand !— -<.to, some one, (iunderick en 
And brin'^ Count J'lliin's sword. Whoe'er tiwai 
Ttie woriii which thou hast shown avenging hiia 
KntitlitH thee to wear it. But ihou gocst 
For battle unoqni])p'd ; — haste there, and strip 
Yon villain of liis armour! 

TiRte he spake, , 
So fast the Moors came on. It matters ndt, 
Replied the Goth ; there s many a mountaineer, 
Who, in no better armour cnsod this day 
Than his wonted leathern gipion, will Be ibnnd 
In t!io hoMtwt iNittle, yet bring off imtouch'd 
The unfriiardrnl life he ventures. — ^Taking then 
Count Jidian's sword, he lilted round hia wriit 
The chuiii, and, eyciug the eWWoXe «\««V 
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i^th item regard of joy, The African 

nder unhappy stars was bom, he cried, 

Tw tastes thy edge ! — Make ready for the charge ! 

"iey oonie — they come ! — On, brethren, to the held. 

le word is Vengeance ! 

Vengeance was the word, 
am man to man. and rank to rank, it past, 

eveiy heart enforced, by everj' voice 
nt fiHth in loud det.'ance of the foe. 
e enemy in shriller sounds retuni'd 
eir AkHar and the Prophet's trusted name, 
e hoFRemen lovver'd their spears, the infantry 
librrateiy, with tlow and steady step, 
vanrcd ; the bow-strings twang'd, and arrows hifis'd, 
d Ravelins hurtled by. Anon the hosts 
rt in tlie shock of battle, horHc and man 
iflicliug ; shield stmck shield, and sword and mace 
d curtlc-axe on helui and buckler rung; 
mour was riven, and wounds were interchanged, 
d many a spirit from its mortal hold 
rried to bliss or bale. Well did the chiefs 
Julian's army in that hour support 
eir old esteem ; and well Count Pedro there 
hanced his former praise ; and by his side, 
joicing like a bridegroom in tlie strife, 
phonso through the host of infidels 
re (H) his bloody lance dismay and death, 
t there was worst confusion and uproar, 
lere widest slaughter and dismay, where, proud 

his recovered lord, Orelio plungcxi 
iruugh thickest ranks, trampling beneath his feet 
le living and the dead. \\ here'er he turns 
le Moors divide and fly. What man is this, 
>pQird they say, who to the front of war, 
jreheaded, ofiers thus his naked lifef 
iplete with power he is, and terrible, 
ke some destnning angel ! Sure his lip 
ive drank of KaPs dark fountain, and he comes 
rong in his immortaUty ! Fly ! fly ! 
ley said ; this is no human fiie '.•— -Noc Vma 
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or wonder fiird the Sponiardn, when they mm 
How flight and terror went before hii way, 
And slaughter in his path. Behold, cries (Mie, 
With v^iiat command and knightly ease he liti 
The intrepid steed, and deals from side to side 
I lis dreadful blows! Not Roderick in bis pow 
ISoi<ln)de with such commnnd aiKl majesty 
That noble war-horse. His loose robe ihu da) 
Is death's black banner, shakine from ita ibldi 
Dismay and ruin. Of no mortal mould 
Is he, who, in that garb of peace, afTronts 
Wiiole hosts, and sees them scatter where he ' 
Auspicious }Ieavon beholds us, and some lain 
Ilevisits earth! 

Sour 



SUNSET IN THE MOUNTAIN& 

The shepherds homeward moved 
Throuffh the dull mist, I f()llowing — when a H 
A single step, that freed me from the skirts 
Of the blincl vapour, opened to my view 
Glory beyond all glory ever seen 
By waking sense or by the dreaming soul ! 
— Tho igh I am conscious that no power of w 
Cnn body forth, no hues of speech can paint. 
That gorgeous spectacle— too bright and iiiir 
Even for remembrance ; yet the attempt may 
Collateral interest to tliis homely tale. 
The appearance, instantaneously discloaedi 
Was of a mightv city — boldly say 
A w:l:ierness of building, sinking tar 
And self- withdrawn into a wondrous depth, 
Par sinking^ into splendour — without ena ! 
Fabric it scem*d of diamond and of gold. 
With alabaster domes, and silver spires. 
And blazing terrace upon terrace niffh 
UfMed \ bera, wtene v^Vi^km \xn|^\« 
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9 disposed ; there, towers begirt 

lements, that on their restless fronts 

—illumination of all gems ! 

' natnre hod the effect been iivrought 

dark materials of the storm 

Red ; on them, and on the coves 

itain-steepe and summits, whereonto 

ors bad receded, talung there 

ion under a cerulean sky. 

in unimaginable sight! 

ilsts^ streams, watery rocks, and emerald 

f, 

all tincture, rocks and sapphire sky, 
commingled, mutually innamed, 
^eUier, and composing thus, 
m each, that marvellous array 
), palace, citadel, and huge 

£>mp of structure without name, 
Ids voluminous enwrapp'd. 
he midst, where interspace appeared 
x>urt, an object like a tnrone, 
1 shining canopy of state, 
d ; and nx'd resemblances were seen 
ments of ordinary use, 
in size, in substEUice glorified ; 
ly Hebrew prophets were beheld 
—forms uncouth of mightiest power, 
ration and mysterious awe. 
8 was the earth ; this little vale 
beneath my feet ; 't was visible — 
:, but I felt that it was there, 
ch I saw, was the reveal'd abode 
in beatitude : my heart 
n my breast. — •* I have been dead," I cried, 
w I live ! Oh ! wherefore do I live V* 
i that pang I pray'd to be no more ! 

WORDflWORTB.' 
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TIIE DEITIES OF ANCIENT GREECE. 

Once more to distant r^os of the world 

Ijci us revert, and place beibre our thought! 

Tlie lace wiiit^h rural solitude might wear 

To uncnlightou'd Bwaius of Pagan (>reece. 

— in that lair (*linic, the lonely herdsman, stretch'd 

On the sufi'gnu-s . hrough hall a summer's day, 

Wirhnr.isir^ liiird his indolent re^iose: 

And, in iMnne fit of weariness, if ho. 

When his own breath was silent, chanced to hear 

A diHiuiit strain, fur sweeter than the sounds 

W'lLci) his }KX)r skill could make, his laucy ietch'd, 

''.\o:i ih>ni iho blazing cliariol of the sun, 

A tic.mlU'ss youth, who toiicird a golden lute, 

And .MIM the illumined groves with ravishment. 

'J'lio Uighlly huiKor, hfling up his eyes 

Towards tho crescent mouu, with grateful heart, 

Calld on the lovely wanderer, who bestow'd 

'J'iiat timely light, to share his joyous sport: 

And hence, a beaming g(x]dess with her nymphi, 

AcniHs the lawn and t)u*ough the darksome grove, 

( Mot ^maccomfMiniod with tuneful notes 

iiy echo multiplied from rr)ck or cave,) 

Swef>t in the storm of chase, as moon and stars 

(i lance rapiJly alon^the clouded heavens. 

When winds arc blowing strong. The travelter 

slaked 
Ills thirst from rill or gushing fount, and thank'd 
The Naiad. — Sunbeams, upon distant liills 
(iliding apace, with shadows ih their train, 
Might, with small help from fancy, be transibnn'd 
Into fleei Oreails sporting visibly. 
The Zephyrs, fannmg, as they poss'd, their wings, 
liQck'd not, for love, i'air objects, whom they woo'd 
With gentle whisper. Wirher'd boughs grotesque^ 
Stripp'd of their leaves and twigs by hoitry age, 
From deptli of shaggy covert peeping forth 
Ja the low vale, or on «\eep Tnowxi\«aw^<dAv 
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•And, Bometimefl, intcrmix'd with stirring horns 
Of ihe live deer, or goat's depending beard j 
"These were the lurking Satyrs, a wild brood 
Of gamesome deities ; or Pan himself, 
Jlie simple shepherd's awe-inspiring god ! 

WOJUMIWOKTH. 



THE FOSSIL ELEPHANT. 

The earth is old ! Six thousand yeari 

Are gone since I had birth ; 
In the forests of the olden time. 

And the solitudes of earth. 

We were a race of mighty things; 

The world was all our own. 
I dwdt with the Mammoth large and strong. 

And the giant Mastodon. 

No ship went over the waters then. 

No snip with oar or sail ; 
Bat the wastes of the sea were halnted 

By the Dragon and the Whale. 

And the Hydra down in the ocean caves 

Abode, a creature grim ; 
And the scaled Serpents huge and stnmg 

Coird np in the waters dim. 

The wastes of the world wen all our own : 

A proud, imperial lot! 
Man had not tnen dominioii given. 

Or else we knew it not 

There was no city on the plain ; 

No fbrtresvon the hill ; 
No mif hty men of strenffth who came 

With armies up, to kill.. 
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There was no iron then — no brnwi 

No silver and no gold ; 
The wealth of the world was in iti woodi^ 

And ita granite mountains old. 

And we were the kings of all the worid ; 

We knew its breadm and length ; 
We dwelt in the glory of solitude, 

And the nuyesty of strength. 

But suddenly came an awful change ! 

Wherefore, amk not of me ; 
That it was, my desolate being showsr— 

Let that su/nne for thee. 

The Mammoth huge and the Mastodon 
Were biu*ied beneath the earth ; 

And the Hydra and the Serpents strong, 
In the caves where they nad birth ! 

There is now no place of silence deep, 

Whether on land or sea ; 
And the Dragons lie in the mountain-rockf 

As if for eternity ! 

And far in the realms of thawless icoi 

Beyond each island shore, 
My brethren lie in the darkness stem. 

To awake to life no more ! 

And not till the last conflicting cradi 
When tlie world consumes m fire, 

Will their fknen sepulchres be looted, 
And their dreadful doom expire ! 

Howm. 
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CONSCIENCE. 

rcE, TK^hat art thou ? thou treraendoui power! 

: inhalftt us without our leave ; 

vithin oaxBelves, another seli)^ 

-self, diat loves to domineer, 

I the monarch frankly as the slave: 

t thou light a torch to distant deeds ? 

i past, present, and the future frown? 

;r and anon, awake the soul, 

1 pcml of thunder, to strange horrors, 

ng restless dream, which idiots hug — 

e men (latter with the name of life. 

Youxo. 



S CON^nTUTION SUITED TO HTS 
CONDITION. 

i oir man (could pride that blessing find) 
act or think beyond mankind ; 
irs of body or of soul to share, 
t his nature and his state can bear, 
: not man a microscopic eye ? 
plain reason — man is not a fly. 
vhat use were finer optics given 
;t a mite, not comprehend the heaven ? 
, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 
. and agonize at ev'ry pore ? 
effluvia darting through the brain, 
rose in aromatic pain ? 
) thunder'd in his opening esA, 
in.*d him with the music of the spheres, 
uld he wish that heaven had left him stiU 
ipering zephyr, and the pulling rill? 
Is not rrovidence all good and wise 
what it gives and what denies. 

Pope. 
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TRUE COURAGE. 

The brave man is not he who feels no fear. 

For that were stupid and irrational ; 

But he whose noble soul its fear subdues. 

And bravely dares the danger nature shrinki flooi' 

As ibr your youth, whom blood and Mows deligiit, 

Away with them! there is not in their crew 

One valiant spirit 

BailliI' 



DEFERENCE. 

Would you both please and be instnictod too^ 
Watch well tlio rage of shining, to subdue; 
Hear everv man upon his favourite theme, 
And ever be more Knowing tlmn you seem. 
The lowest genius will aftord some light, 
Or give a hint that had escaped your sight 

Stilunofliit. 



NIL DESPERANDUM. 

What though the mast be now blown overboard. 
The cable Moke, the holding anchor lost, 
And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood ; 
Yet lives our pilot still. Is 't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad* 
With tearfid eye*, add water to the sea. 
And give more strength to that which hath too modw 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship slips on the rock. 
Which industry and courage might have saved t 
Ah, what a shame ! what a fault were this ! 

SRAKtrEARfr 
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MOUNTAIN PLEASUREa 

Thrice happy he ! who on the siinleiB side 
Of a romantic mountain, ibrest crown'd, 
Beneath the whole collected shade reclines ; 
Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine wrought, 
And freeh bedew*d with ever spouting streams, 
Sti coolly calm ; while all the world without 
XJnBatisfied and sick, tosses at noon. 
Emblem instructive of the virtuous man, 
Who keeps his tempered mind serene and pure, 
And eveiy peusion aptly harmonized. 
Amid a jarring world with vice inflamed. 

Thomson. 



A GRACEFUL DANCER. 

Chaste were his steps, each kept within due bound, 
\nd ele^nce was sprinkled o'er his figure; 
Like swifl Camilla, ne scarce skimm*d the ground, 
Vnd rather held in than put forth his vigour. 
\im1 then he had an ear for music's sound, 
VVhich mi^ht defy a crotchet critic's rigour, 
^ueh classic pas — sans flaws — set off our hero, 
^ glanced like a personified Bolero. 

Bteon. 



THE WILD BOY. 

He tat upon the wave-wash'd sbOTe, 

With madness in bis eye ; 
Tlie suive's dash — the breaker's roar, 

PkMs'd unregarded by; 
He noted not the billows' roll. 

He heeded not their strife — 
For terror had usurp'd his soul, 

Aad ato/ip'd fh# streama of USs. 

14 
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They spoke him kindly — ^but he gazed, 

And ofier'd no reply — 
They gave him food — he Io<^*d amazed, 

And threw the morsel by. 
He was as one o'er whom a spell 

Of darkness hath boon cast ; 
His spirit secm*d to dwell alone 

With dangers that were past 

The city oi his home and heart, 

So grand— so gaily bright, 
Now touch'd by fate's unerring dart, 

Had vanish'd from his sight. 
The earthquake's paralyzing shake 

Had rent it from its hold — 
And nothing but a putrid lake 

Its tale of terror told. 

His kindred there, a numerous band. 

Had watch'd his youthful bloom — 
In the broad ruin of the land, 

All— all had met their doom! 
But the last night, a mother's voice 

BreiUh'd over him in prayer — 
She perish'd — he was lefl no choice 

But mute and blank despair. 

He sat alone, of all the crowd 

That lately throng'd around — 
The ocean winds were piping loud. 

He did not heed their sound ; 
They ask'd him of that ciw's fate, 

But reason's reign was o er — 
Hepointed to her ruin'd state, 

Tnen fled — and spoke no more. 

C. W. THomoi. 
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LOVE. 

V the tree of life is badding fint, 

• yet its leaves are green, 

et, by shower and sunbeBun nuned, 

infiuit Ufe has been, 

vild bee's dightest touch may wring 

} buds from off the tree, 

3 gentle dip of the swallow's wing 

aks the bubbles on the sea. 

hen its open leaves have £)und 
lome in the free air, 
them, and there remains a wound 
it ever rankles there, 
•light of hope and hap^nness 
3lt when fond ones part, 
he hitter tear that follows is 
I life-blood of the heart. 

the flame of love is kindled first, 
I the fire-fly's light at even, 
im as the wandering stars that bunt 
he blue of the summer heaven, 
ith can bid it bum no more, 
f, at times, its beams 
on the memory, they pass o'er 
i shadows in our dreams. 

hen the flame has blazed into 

eing and a power, 

niled in scorn upcm the dew 

t fell in its first warm hour, 

le flame that curls round the martyr's head, 

we task is to destroy ; 

le lamp on the altars of the dead, 

m light knot of joy \ 
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Then crush, even in their hour of birth, 

The infant buds of Ix)ve, 
And tread hia growing fire to earth, 

Ere 't is dark in clouds above ; 
Cherish no more a cypress tree 

To shade thy future years. 
Nor nurse a heart-flume that may be 

Quench'd only with thy tears. 

Hallsck* 



TO THE ICE MOUNTAIN. 

Grave of waters gone to rest! 

Jewel, dazzling nil tl:c main! 
Father of the silver crest ! 

Wandering on the trackless plam, 
Sleeping 'mid the wavy roar. 

Sailing 'mid the angry slorm. 
Ploughing ocean's oozy floor, 

Piling to llic clouds thy form! 

Wandering monument of rain, 

Prison'd by the sullen north! 
But to melt tny hated chain, 

Is it that thon coraest ibrth ? 
Wend tlicc to the sunny south, 

To the glassy summer sea, 
And the breathings of her mouth 

Shall unchain and gladden thee ! 

Reamer in the hidden path, 
'Neath the green and clouded wave! 

Trampline, in thy reckless wrath. 
On the lost, but cherish 'd brave ; 

Parting love's dcath-iink'd embrace- 
Crushing beauty's skeleton — 

Tell us what the hidden race 
With our loovinie^ VmiVax^ docM. 
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Floating sleep ! who in the sun 

Art an icy coronal; 
And, beneath the viewless dun, 

Throw'st o'er barks a \\a\y pall ; 
Shining Deatli upon the sea! 

Wend thee to the southern main ; 
Bend to God ihy melting knee, 

Mingle with the wave again! 

Rockwell. 



RIENZI TO THE ROMANS. 

Romans ! look round you— on this sacred place 

There once stood slirines, and gods, and godlike 
men — 
What see you now? what solitary trace 

Is Icfl of all that made Rome's glory then ? 
The shrines are sunk, the sacred mount bereft 

Even of its name — and nothing now remains 
But the deep memory of that glory, left 

To whtft our pangs, and aggravate our chains ! 
But shall this be ?— our sim and sky the same, 

Treading the very soil our fathers trode — 
What withering curse hath fallen on soul and frame. 

What visitation has there come from God, 
To blast our strength and rot us into slaves, 

Here, on our great forefathers' glorious graves ? 

It cannot be — rise up, ye Mighty Dead ! 

If we, the living, are too weaR to crush 
These tymnt priests, that o'er your empire tread. 

Till all but Romans at Rome's tameness blush. 

Happy Palmyra ! in thy desert domes, 

Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiss ; 

And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes 
For the stork's brood, superb Perskpolis ! 

Thrice happy both that your extinguish'd race 

Have left no embers — no tudf-livrnf^ \x«£«— 
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No tlaves to crawl around the once-pioiid ipot 
Till past renown in present shame '■ forgot ; 
While Rome, the Queen of all, whoie very wreckii 

If lone and lifelesa through a desert hun'd. 
Wotdd wear more true magnificence than derki 

The aMembled thrones of all the exlstiiw worid-" 
Rome, Rome alone, is hatmted, stain'd, and cursed, 

Through every snot her princely Tiber laves. 
By living diings — the deadliest, the worst, 

That earth engendem — tyrants and their slave*! 

And we — oh shame ! — we, who have ponder'd o'er 

The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay ; 
Have mounted up llie si reams of amiont lore. 

Tracking our country's glories all the way- 
Even tne have tamelv, basely kiss'd the ground 

Before that Papal I'ower, that Cthost of Her, 
The world's Imperial Mistress — sitting, crown'd 

And ghastly, on her mouldering sefnilchre ! 
But this is past — too long have lordly priests 

And priestly lords led us, with all our pride 
Withenng about us — like devoted beasts. 

Dragg'd to the shrine, with &ded garlands tied 

'T is o*er — the dawn of our deliverance breaks! 
Up from his sleep of centuries awakes 
Tne (lenius of the Old Republic, free 
At Hrst he stood, in chainlcss majesty, 
And sends his voice through ages vet to come. 
Proclaiming Rome, Rome, Rome, Eternal Rome! 

Moo»K> 



INTEMPERANCE. 

Man, with raging drink inflamed, 
Is far more savage and untamed ; 
Supplies his loss of wit and sense 
Witn barb'rousness and insolence ; 
Believes himself, the less he 's able, 
The mora heroic, axvii fono^dable ; 
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ays by Uis reason in hit bowli, 
I TTurks are liaicl to do their fiouls, 
ntil it has ao oi'ten been 
uit out of its lodgings, and let in, 
C lenffth it never can attain 
o find the right way back again,* 
nnJu all bis time away, and prunes 
he end of' s life, as vignerons 
utahurt the branches of a vine, 
o make it bear more plenty o' wine ; 
nd that which nature did mtend 
' enlarge his Ufe, perverts its end. 

BUTLSR. 



THE SAME SUBJECT. 

runkennesB, whose vile incontinence 
away both the reason and the sense ; 
ith Circaeau cups thy mind possest 
s in be man, and wholly turns a beast 
. while thou swallowest the capacious bowl, 
let'st in seas to sack and drown thy sooL 
Mil is open, to remembrance call, 
hink how subject drunkards are to (all. 
ler how it soon destroys the grace 
man shape, spoiling tlie beauteous &ce ; 
ig the cheeks, blearing the curious eye, ' 
ing the &ce with vicious heraldry, 
pearls aiMl rubies dose the wine discloi^ 
iS the purse poor to enrich the note ! 
does it nurse disease, infect the heart» 
ing some sickness into every part! 

IUmdolpb 



DUELLING. 

hard indeed, if nothing will defend 
lind IVom quarrels but their fiital end \ 
now and then a hero must decease, 
AemirViving world may \vv% in 
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Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
The practice dastardly, and mean and low ; 
That men engage in it oompell'd by force, 
And fear, not courage, is its proper source; 
The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 
Lest fops should censure us, and fools should neei 
At least to trample on our Maker's laws, 
And hazard life for any or no cause. 

Cowrza. 



DEATH. 

Why start at death ? Where is he ? death airived. 
Is past ; not come or ^ne, he 's never here. 
Ere hope, sensation fails ; black-boding man 
Receives, not sufiers death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave, 
The deep damo vault, the darkness and the worm; 
These are the ougbears of a winter's eve. 
The terrors of the Uving, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never made; 
Then cm the point of his own fancy falls ; 
And feels a thousand deaths, in fearing one. 

YouNOi 



WILLIAM TELL IN THE FIELD OP GRUTLL 

TdL Ye crags and peaks, I'm with you once again! 
I hold to you the hanas you first beheld. 
To show they still are free. Methinks I hear 
A spirit in your eciiocs answer me. 
Ana bid your teuunt welcome to his home 
Again!— <) sacred ibnns, how proud you look! 
How high you lift your heads mto the sky ! 
How huge you are ! how mighty and how free ! 
Ye are the tilings that tower, that shine — whoM 

smile 
Makes glad — yi\xQ»b &ovm ia \ibtc%lb&— ^bme ftnmb 
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lobed or unrobed, do all the impress wear 
)r awe divine. Ye guards of liberty, 
*m with you once again I — I call to vou, 
Vith all my voice ! — I hold my hands to you 
To show they still arc free. 1 rush to you 
Km though 1 could embrace yon ! 

Scaling yonder peak, 

saw an eagle wheeling near its brow 
Xer the abyss : — his broad expanded wings 
^y calm and motionless upon the air, 
\8 if he floated there without their aid, 
)y the sole act of his unlorded will, 
lliat buoy'd him proudly up. Instinctively 
I bent my bow ; yet kept he rounding still 
fiis airy circle, as in the delight 
3f measuring the ample range beneath 
\nd round about. Aosorb'd, he heeded not 
The death that threaten'd him. I could not shoot ! 
T was liberty ! — I lurn'd my bow aside, 
And let him soar away ! 

Knowlis. 



THE TORCH OF LIBERTY. 

I BAW it all in Fancy's glass — 
Herself, the fair, the wild magician, 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass, 
And named each gliding appariticm. 

T was like a torch-race — such as they 
Of Greece perform'd, in ages gone, 

When the fleet youths in long array. 
Passed the bright torch triumphant on. 

I saw the expectant nations stand. 
To catch the coming flame in turn — 

I saw, from ready hand to hand, 
The clear, but struggling glory buiXL 
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And. oh, their joy, as it came near, 

^ was, iu iiBcu', u joy to see — 
^While Fancy whisper (i in my ear, 
" That torch tliey puss is Liberty !" 

And each, as she received the flame, 

Lighted her allar with its ray ; 
Then, smiling to the next who came. 

Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, wlioeo ancient shrine 
Was furiiish'd with the lire already, 

Colombia ca<ight the spark divine. 
And lit a fhune, like Albion's, steady. 

The splendid gift then (lallia took, 
Anu, like a wild Ba( chautc, raising 

The brand aloft, its sparkles shook. 
As she would set tne world a-blazing ! 

And, when she fired hor nitar, high 
It flash'd into the roddening air 

So fierce, that Albion who sUxxl nigh, 
Shrunk almost blinded by the glare ! 

Next, Spain, so new was light to her, 
Leap d at the torch — but, ere the spark 

She flung npon her shrine could stir, 
*T was quench'd — and all again was dark. 

Yet, no — ^not quench'd — a treasure, v^-orth 
So much to mortals, rarely dies — 

Again her living light look u forth, 
And shone, a Deacon, in all eyes! 

Who next received the flome ? alas ! 

Unworthy Naples. — Shame of shames. 
That ever through such hands should potf 

That brightest of all earthly flames ! 

Scarce had her fingers touch'd the torch, 
When, frighted by the sfMirks it shed. 

Nor waiting e'en to' feel the scorch. 
She dropp'd it to th« ««x\Vi— wuitei. 
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Ad (alien it might have long remained ; 
But Greece, wtio saw her iiKNnent now. 
aught up the prize, thougli {mwtrate, slain'd, 
And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

nd Fancy bade me mark where, o*er 

Her altar, as its flame ascended, 
air laureird spirits seem'd to soar, 

Who thus in song their voices blended : — 

l^dne, shine for ever, glorious flame, 
Divinest gift of Gods to men ! 
rom (jlreere thy earliest splendour came, 
To Greece tiiy ray returns again. 

Take, Freedom, take thy radiant roimd ; 

When dimm'd, revive, when lost, return, 
ill not a shrine through earth be found. 

On which thy glories shall not bum !" 

MOORX. 



NEW ENGLAND'S DEAD. 



shall enter on no encomium upon Mannehmetti: the 
i nune. There fhe is : behold her. and jimIim fur jrour- 
■. — There i« her hirtorjr. The world know it hjr lM>art. 
past. iL least, is secure. There is Boston, and Conc'-rd, 
Ijpxinuttm^ and Bunker Hill ; and there they will rt-main 
rer. The bones of her suns, falling in the great sliog ijle 
tdependence, now lie mingled with the soil of every state. 

New England to Geori^ia; and there they will rcroaia 
rer. 1Vebet(r''8 Speech. 



Ew England's dead! New England's dead.' 

On every hill they lie ; 

1 every field of strife roadc red 

By bloody victory. 

icn valley, where the battle pour'd 

Its red and awful tide 
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Beheld the brave New England tword 

With slaughter deeply dyed. 
Their bones are on the norihcm hill. 

And on the southern plain, 
By brook and river, lake and rill. 

And by Uie roaring main. 

The land is holy where they fought. 

And holy where ihey leil ; 
For by their biuod that laud was bought, 

The land thev loved so well. 
Then glory to that valiant Irand, 
The honoiir'd naviours of the land ! 
O, few and weak their numbers were— 

A handful of bmve men ; 
But to their Cod they gnve their prayer, 

And rush'd to batUe then. 
The God of buttles heard their cry, 
And sent to them the victory. 

They lefl the ploughshare in the mould. 

Their flocks and herds without a fold, 

The sickle in the unshorn grain, 

The corn, half-^mer'd on the plain, 

And muster'd, m their simple dress, 

For wrongs to seek a stem redress. 

To right tnose wrongs, come weal, come woe, 

To perish, or o'ercome tlieir foe. 

And where are ye, O fearless men I 

And where are ye to-day i 
I call : — the hills reply again 

Tliat ye have pass'd away ; 
That on old Hunker's lonely height, 

In Trenton, and in Monmouth ground. 
The gra«8 grows green, llie harvest bright. 

Above each soldier's mound. 

The bncrle's wild and warlike blast 

JShallniuster them no more ; 
An army now x(i\^\. ^yssAsx -^mtiu 

And ihcv nol heeA \\» tqm. 
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The starry flag, 'neath which they fought. 

In many a bloody day, 
From their old graves snail rouse them not, 

For they have jMiss'd away 

M'Lellan. 



TYRE. 



N thought, T saw tho palace domes of Tyre ; 

The goi^eous trejusures of lier merchandise ; 
VU her proud people in iheir brave atiire, 

Thronging her streets Cor sport or sacrifice. 

I saw the precious stones and spiceries; 
[Tie singing girl with llowcr-wroalh'd instrument; 

And slaves uhose beauiy nsk'd a monarch's price, 
''orth from ail lands all nations to her went, 
knd kings to her on embassy were sent. 

I saw, with gilded prow and silken sail, 
ler ships that of the sea bad government: 

Oh gallant ships I 'gainst you what might prevail I 
)he stood upon her ro( k, and in her pride 
)f strength and beauty, waste and woe defied. 

look'd again— I saw a lonely shore, 

A rock amid the waiers, and a wnste 
)f trackless sand : — I heard the bleak sea's roar, 

And winds that rose and ioll with gusty haste. 

There was one scathed tree, by storm defaced, 
lound which the sea-birds whccl'd with screaming 
cry. 

Ere long came on a traveller, slowly paced ; 
^ow east, then west, he tiim'd with curious eye, 
-like one perplex'd with an uncertainty. 

Awhile he look'd ufion the sea, and then 
Jpon a book, as if it might supply 

The things he lack'd : — he read, and gazed again; 
fet, as if unbelief so on him wr(.»upht, 
ie might not deem this shore the shore he wui^^ 
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Asain I saw him come : — 'twas eTentkle 
The sun shone on the rock amid the 

The winds were hush'd ; the quiet billows sidi'i 
With a low swell ; — ^the birds wing*d silently 
Their evening flight around the scathed tree : 

The fisher safely put into the bay, 

And push'd his boat ashore ;— ^en gathered he 

II is nets, and hasting up the rocky way, 

Spread them to catch the sun's warm evenii^ ny* 
I saw Uiat stranger's eye ffaze on the scene; 

" And this was Tyre !" said he ; " how has decay 
Within her palaces a despot been ! 

Kuin and silence in his courts are met, 

And on her city-rock the iisher spreads his netf* 

Mary Howitt* 



THE HEAD OF MEMNON. 

In Egjrpt's centre, when the world was young. 
My statue soar'd aloft, — a man-shaped tower, 

O'er tinndred-gated Thebos, by Homer sung. 
And built by Apis' and Osiris' power. 

When the sun's infant eye more brightly Jl>lased, 
I raark'd the labours of unweari^ Tmie; 

And saw by patient centuries up-raised. 
Stupendous temples, obelisks sublime ! 

Hewn from the rooted rock, some mightier moondf 
Some new coiojisns more enormous springs. 

So vast, so firm, that, as I gazed arouno, 
1 thought them, like myself, eternal things. ■ 

Then did I mark in sacerdotal state, 

Psammis the king, whose alabaster tomb 

(Such the inacrulable decrees of fate) 
Now AoaU tAiwan C^« ie& \& ^ibBM vcf daoik 
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O Thebes, I cried, thou wonder of the world ! 

Still shah thou soar, itn everlasting boast; 
Wh^i lo! the Persian standards were unfuri'd. 

And fierce Canib^-ses led tlie invailing host. 

When frcHn the Fast a cloud of dust proceeds, 
A thousand banner'd suns at once appear ; 

Naught else was seen; — but sound of neighing 
steeds. 
And faint barbaric music met mine ear. 

Onward they march, and foremost I descried, 
A cuirassVi (irecian band, in phalanx dense, 

Around them thnmg'd, in oricnial pride. 
Commingled tribes — a wild magnificence. 

DoffS, cats, and monke\'8 in their van they show. 
Which Egypt's children worship and obey ; 

They fear to strike a sacrilegious blow, 
And fall«-a pious, unresisting prey. 

Then, havock leaguing with infuriate zeal. 
Palaces, temi^es, cities are o'ertlut>wn ; 

Apis is stabb'd! — Cambyses thrusts the steel, 
And shuddering Egypt heaved a general groan ! 

The firm Memnonium mock'd their feeble power, 
Flames round its granite columns hiss'd m vain, — 

The head of Isis frowning o*cr each tower, 
Look'd down with indestructible disdain. 

Mine was a deeper and more quick disgrace : — 
Beneath my shade a wondering army flock*d. 

With force combmed, they wrench'd me from my 
base. 
And earth beneath the dread concussion rock'd. 

Nile from his banks receded with affright. 
The startled Sphinx long trembled at the sound , 

While from each pyramid's astounded height, 
Th0 looMn'd Mtonm did rattling to tbA |gt«iasiiL 
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I watch'd, at in the dust supine I lay, 

The (all of Thebes,^as I had mark'd its bsxar" 
Till crumbling down, as ages roird away, 

Its site a lonely wilderness become! 

The throngs that chok'd its hundred gates of yoro; 

Its fleets, its annies, were no longer seen ; 
Its priesthood's pomp, — ^its Pharaohs were no morer* 

All — all wore gone — as if they ne'er had been! 

Deep was the silence now, unless some vast 
And time-worn Irngment thunder'd to its bate; 

Whose sullen echoes, o'er the deKorl cast, 
Died ill the distant solitude of space. 

Or haply, in the palaces of kings, 

Some stray jacluil sui howling on the throne: 
Or, on the temple's holiest ultnr, springs 

Some gaunt hyacim, laughing all alone. 

Nature o'erwholms the relics loft by time ? — 
By slow degrees entombing all the land ,* 

She buries every monument sublime. 
Beneath a mighty winding-sheet of sand. 

Vain is each monarch's unremitting paint, 
Who in the rock his place of burial delvet ; 

Behold their proudest palaces and fanes 
And subterraneous sepulchres themselves. 

Twenty-three centuries unmoved T lay. 
And saw the tide of sand around me rise; 

Quickly it threaten'd to engulf its prey, 
And close in everlasting night mine eyes. 

Snatch'd in this crisis from my yawning grave, 
Belzoni roll'd me to the banks of Nile, 

And slowly heaving o'er the western wave. 
This massy fragmenl i«tts^^ ^% vEGLVwial isle* 
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, now with face erect I gaze 
and*8 pallid sons, whose eyes apcaaC 
joiossai features with amaze, 
tply ponder on my glories past 

ly future destiny shall guess? 

aul's may lie — like Memnon's temple — 

ke Thebes, may be a wilderness, 

unes, like Nile, dirough silent ruins flow. 

y may my travels be renew*d :— 
ransatlantic hand may break my real, 
me from Augusta's solitude, 
new seat of empire in the weet 

nee human grandeur ends in dust, 
tudest piles must crumble to decay ; 
le tower of thy f nal trust 
bless'd realms — where naught shall poai 
;y! 

Horace Smith. 



MONT BLANC. 

)U monarch of the upper air» 
•u mij^hty temple given 
mommg^i earliest of light, 
I evening 's last of heaven. 
I vapour from the marsh, tiie smokif 
n crowded cities sent, 
purified beibre they reach 
• loflier element. 

hues are not of earth but heaven ; 
1 the sunset rose 
b leave to fling a crimson dye 
n lifry stunlMi anowt. 
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Now oat on those adventuren 

Who icaled thy breathleai height. 

And nude thy innnacle, Mont Blanc» 

A thing tot common sight 

Befinre that human step had felt 

Its sully on thy brow, 

The |[lory of thy forehead made 

A shnne to those below : 

Men gazed upon thee as a star, 

And tum'd to earth again, 

Vi^th dreams like thine own floating cloudf 

The va^e but not the vain. 

No feekngs are less vain than those 

That bear the mind away. 

Till blent with nature's mysteries 

It half forgets its clay. 

It catches lollier impulRcs ; 

And owns a nobler power ; 

The poet and philosopher 

Are bom of such an nour. 

But now where may we seek a place 
For any spirit's dream; 
Our steps have been o'er every soil. 
Our saiuB o'er every stream. 
Those isles^ the beautiful Azores, 
The fortunate, the fair ! 
We look'd for their perpetual spring 
To find it was not there. 
Bright El Dorado, land of gold, 
We have so sought for thee. 
There 's not a six>t in all the globe 
Where such a uuid can be. 

How pleasant were the wild beliefi 

That dwelt in legends old ! 

Alas! ta our posterity 

Will no such tales be told. 

We know too much, scroll after scroll 
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Oar only point of ignorance 

b centraa in ourselves. 

Alas ! for thy past mystery. 

For thine nntrodden snow, 

Nurse of the tempest, hast thoa none 

To guard thy outraged brow? 

Miss Landon. 



THE SWITZER'S WIFE. 

?at bright blood lefl the youthful mother's cheek ; 

Bsck on the linden-stem she lean'd her form ; 
Lnd her lip trembled, as it strove to speak. 

Like a frail harp^tring, shaken by the storm. 
FwBS but a moment, and the faintness pass'd, 
Lnd the free Alpine spirit woke at last. 

\joiA she, that ever through her home had moved 
With the meek thou^Imulness and quiet smile 

)f woman, calmly loving and belovea, 
And timid in her hapmness the while, 

Itood brightly forth, and steadfastly, that hour, 

ler clear glance kindling into sudden power. 

ly, pale she stood, but with an eve of b'ght, 
And took her fair child to her holy breast, 

bad lifled her sofl voice, that gather'd might 
As it found language : — ' Are we thus oppressed ? 

!%en must we rise upon our mountain-soa, 

ind man must arm, and woman call on God ! 

I know what thou wouldst do, — and be it done I 
Thy soul is darken'd with its fears for me. 

i'rust me to Heaven, my husband ! — this, thy son. 
The babe whom I have IxHne thee, must be free; 

Lnd ihe sweet memorv of our pleasant hearth 

day weU give strength — ^if aught be «lracv% csci w:^^ 
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*THou hast been brooding o*er the silent dretd 
Of my desponding tears ; now lift once motBi 

My hunter of the hills, thy stately hend. 
And let thine eagle glance my ioy restore! 

I can bear all, but seeing thee Bubucied, — 

Take to thee back thine own undaunted mood. 

* Go forth beside the waters, and along 

The chamois-paUis, and through the forests go; 
And tell, in burning words, thy tale of wrong 

To the brave hearts that miust the hamlet gkiw. 
Ciod shall be with thee, my beloved ! — Away! 
Bless but tliy child, and leave me, — I can |>rayr 

lie sprang up like a warrior-youth awaking 
To clarion-sounds u)X)n the ringing air; 

He caught her to his breast, while proud tears bnak- 
ing 
From his dark eyes, fell o'er her braided hair,— 

And • Worthy art mou,' was his joyous cry, 

'That man for thee should gird himself to die. 

* My bride, my wife, the mother of my child ! 

Now shall thy name be armour to my heart; 
And this our land, by chains no more defiled. 

Be taught of thee to choose the better part! 
I go — thy spirit on my words shall dwell ; 
Thy gentle voice shall stir the Alps — Farewell T 

And thus they parted, by the quiet lake. 
In the clear starlight : he, the strength to rome 

Of the free hills; she, thoughtful for his sake, 
To rock her child beneam the whispering booghfi 

Singing its blue halfU;urtain*d eyes to sleep* 

WiUi a low hymn, amidst ^e sullnciB deep. 

Mm. HkmamSi 
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STANZAS ADDRESSED TO THE GREEK& 

On, on, to tho jost and glorious Btrife! 

With your swords your freedom shieldiog : 
Nay, resign, if it must be so, even lUe ; 

But die, at least, unyielding. 

On to the strife ! for 't were far more meet 
To sink with the foes who bay you. 

Than croucii, like dogs, at your tyrants* feet. 
And smile on the swords that slay you. 

Shall the pagan slaves be masters, then, 
Of the land which your fathers gave 3rou? 

Shall the InHdel lord it o'er Christian men, 
When your own good swords may save jrou t 

No! let hira feel that their arms are strong, — 
That their courage w ill fail them never. 

Who strike to repay long years of wrong, 
And hury past sname lor ever. 

Let him know there are hearts, however bow'd 
By the chains which he threw around them, 

That will rise, like a spirit from pall and shroud. 
And cry * woe!' to the slaves who bound them. 

Let him learn how weak is a tjTant's might, 
Against libertj-'s sword contending ; 

And find how the sons of Greece can fight. 
Their freedom and land defending. 

Then onl then on to the glorious strife! 

With your swords your country shielding, 
And resign, if it must be so, even life ; 

But die, at least, unyielding. 

Strike! for the sires who lefl you free! 

Stiike ! for their sakes who ixire you! 
Strike! for your homes and liberty, 

And the Heaven you worship o'er youl 
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NAPOLEON'S DREAM. 

SwKET 18 the Enslish peasant's joy 
To watch her husband sleeping. 
And smile upon the blooming boy 

To his loved bosom creeping ; 
Her finger on her lip the while 
Mingling fond caution with her smile — 
For the dear father wearied came 
From copse-wood to his gentle dame ; 
'T was cold, and wet the dreary day, 
And long and cheerless was the way — 

transitory sorrow ! 
Slumbering beside the fagot's blaze. 
On his calm mind no vision preys. 

Care leaves him till the morrow. 
Yet sometimes o'er his sunburnt face 
A pleasant dream will shed its grace. 

Sometimes a swelling tear ; 
Full well can she, his hapfr^ mate, 
Link'd to his soul as to his fate, 
The transient images translate, 

Nor feel one doubting fear ; 
The heart, the heart, oil prompts the themei^ 
Which sleep and memory mould to dreami ; 
As radiance that from diamonds gleams, 

Is darted from above ; 
That smile the husband's fondness beams, 

That tear the father's love. 

But 't is no English cottage there, * 

That roars its lofly head ; 
No English wife with tender care 

Watches her husband's bed : 
No English peasant con he be 
That slumbers there so heaviljr. 
Though scarce the lamp can pierce tiie glooIlE^ 
That shrouds a high and stately room, 
ItB light a bending fair one shows; 
A man who snataicR %\votXT«v»fc\ 
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And while St Cloud's proud walls scarce catch die 

beam, 
Locnaa wondering marks Napoleon's dream. 

Stronff were the features, sallow, Wan, 
And uoughtful, of the sleeping man ; 
In die fine mould of beauty cast. 
Till passions wild and moody pess'd, 
And nature's lovely work o'ercast 
Yet smiles, the lighming of the storm. 
Would sometimes gild their darken'd form; 
And never had a wiile so tmffht 
Dwelt on his lips with sunny light. 
Not when the Austrian maid he woo'd, 
As now beguiles his dreaming mood. 
His very huid, high raised in air, 
Its gladsome influence seems to share. 
Thinks he of victory's laurel-bough? 
Or of his mi^ty empire now i 
In id<^izinff Paris crown'd ? 
(^ Austerlitz' red field renov^Ti'd ? 
Or, victor at the council board. 
Deems he his rescued Spain restored ? 
Oh, no ! not this the usurper's smile ; 
Not this the statesman's crafty wile ; 
Not.diis the conqueror's blood-eam'd bliai ; 
No ! 'tis a blameless transport this; 
A joy unfelt of many years, 
Unstain'd by guilt, unspoil'd by fears. 

Treading a lone and seabeat shore. 

He seems a thoughtful boy once more: 

A thoughtful boy, in musinp rapt. 

In hoprs delightfiil visicMis lapt ; 

He feels the very breezes blow 

That fimn'd his cheeks' enraptured glow ; 

He hears the very surges beat 

That wont to lave his careless feet; 

And every wish and joy again 

Of hai^ youth inspires his brain. 
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Tbie nuhini; tide of love, of hope. 

Ambition undefined. 
Thoughts tJiat the wealth of worlds would optf 

To 3'ield it to mankind ; 
Wishes Uiat would possess to give; 
Power that might say, Be biest and live! 
That woiild to all he loved impart 
The boundless treasures of hn heart; 
Win but to save tome land bedeck'd vnth flow«ii» 
And Eden's bliss renew in Eden's bloomins bowen* 
Such are the thouehts that wake hit tnulesi 
Such dreams his sleeping sense beguilea, 
And such are young Ambition's wiles. 
The sun that in the burning street 

Pours death in every ray, 
Darting through paim:} and plantains swaet» 
Givcd but a eotl and balmy neat 

Where leaf-bom breeses jdav. 
T is as the war-flag closely furl'd 

When reason reigns within ; 
O 'tis the world, the bitter world 

That makes ambition sin. 

Ah, see the brilliant smile is dead f 
The hand is drupp'd, the joy is fled f 
Some thought has indistinctly shown. 

As in a misty glass, 
Where all the cares that wait a throne. 
And youthful hopes and virtues flown, 

in dim confusion pass ; 
With comrades shun, a fearful band, 
Bn)therB who roam a foreign strand, 

A fond forsaken wife, 
A bleeding world, a suflfering land, 

His sorrows and tus life. 
Well may he sigh ! but that convulsion 

A deeper anguish caused ; 
Almost it soem'd m dread revulsion 

That Nature's functions paused. 
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His brow was wet, his hair upraised. 
His Wids were clench'd, his look was *] 
The empress trembled as she gased. 
At Palm's dread spectre doth he quake ? 
Comes D'EInghein thus his soul to shake? 
No : to the conscieDces of kings 
Flatteiy her deadly opiate hrin^ ; 
' Thougn doomed untried by impious men, 
Yet mimier shall be justice then. 

In all his pcmip of power army'd, 
The rooniurch deems himself betrayed ; 
Hemm'd in by guards and armed bands, 
Chained in the seuateball he stands ; 
All whom he hated, all he loved 
Were there, and all his fall approved. 
E'en the betrayer's self stood nigh. 
With ieering tongue and scornful eve. 
And thrice he strove to strike him dead, 
And thrice the grinning traitor fled ; 
And P'renchmen, thrice, with fickle breath, 
Shouted " Napoleon to the death !" 
That horror 's past : Memory again 
Binds Fancy in her spell-fraught chain. 
The vision chaneed, and changed his look. 
Though still his form with chillness shook, 
Though still uprose his coal-black hair, 
*T was anguish still — but not despair. 
He seem'd through realms of frost to stray. 
Where endless forests barr'd his way ; 
Forests of pines, whose snow mass made 
In noontide clear a midnight shade. 
A sense of solitary care, 
Silence and death4ike cold were there. 
And still he thought at every step. 
His jaded steed was forced to leap ; 
Somethiog he could not move nor KiU, 
Some fell obstruction met him stilL 
At length full io the monarch's way, 
A Galuc •oldier dying lay ; 
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Napoleon etopp'd and strove to cheer ; 
The warrior's death-groan met hk ear, 
The warrior's death-glance met hit eye, 
That groan, that glance he coold not ttyl 
A iMtter curse they seem'd to shioiid. 
He gallop'd on, he shouted loud, — ■ 
But still the groan he cannot fly. 
But still the glance is in his eye. 
"Awake ! awake !" and at her touch 
The hero started from his couch ; 
Awhile he stood and shook with dread ; 
** T is but a dream!'* at length he said; • 
<"T is but a bubble of the brain !" 
He said — ^yet fear'd to sleep again. 

MisB Mrrro 



CRESCENTIUS. 

I look'd up(m his brow, — no sign 

Of guilt or fear was there ; 
He stMd as proud by that death-thrine 

As even o er despair 
He had a power; in his eye 
There was a quenchless energy, 

A spirit that could dare 
The deadliest form that death coold take, 
And dare it for the daring's sake. 

He stood, the fetters on his hand, — 

He raised them haughtily ; 
And had that grasp b^n on the brand, 

It could not wave on high 
With freer pride than it waved now. 
Around he look'd with changeless brow 

On many a torture nigh — 
The rack, the chain, the axe, the wheel, 
Aod, wont of aU, l^ owu red steel 
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I law him once before ; he rode 

Upon a coal-black steed, 
And teoB of thousands throng*d the road. 

And bade their warrior speed. 
His helm* his breastplate were of gold. 
And graved with many a dent, that told 

Of many a soldier's deed ; 
The sun snone on his sparkling mail, 
And danced his'snow-plume on the gale. 

But now he stood, chain'd and alone. 

The headsman by his side ; 
llie plume, the helm, the charger gone ; 

The sword, that had defied 
The mightiest, lay broken near. 
And yet no sign or sound of fear 

Came from that lip of pride ; 
And never king or conaueror's brow 
Wore higher look than his did now. 

He bent beneath the headsman's stroke 

With an uncover'd eye ; 
A wild shout from the numbers broke 

Who throng'd to see him die. 
It was a people's loud acclaim, 
The voice ot anger and of shame, 

A nation's funeral cr^ — 
Rome's wail above her only son, 
Her patriot — and her latest one. 

MisB Landon. 



THE CHRISTIAN VIRGIN 

TO HK& APOSTATE LOVKR. 

Oh lost to fiiith, to peace, to Heaven ! 

Canst thou a recreant be 
To Him whose life for thine was given. 

Whose cross endured for the^t 



'280 yov:;g XA:f*8 

Canst thou for earthly joys resign 
A love iroiQurtal, pure, oiviue 7 
Yet link thv plighted truth to mine. 
And cleave uachiinged to me ? 

Thou canst not — and ^tis breathed in vain-*- 
Thy sophistry of love : — 

Though not in pride or cold disdain 
Thy faldehood i reprove ; — 

Inly my heart may bleed — but yet 

Mine IS no weak — no vain regret; 

Thy wrongs to me I might forget- 
But not to liim above. 

Cease then thy fond impassion'd vow, 

In happier hoars so dear ; 
(No virgin pride resirains mo now) 

1 nuist not turn to hear ; 
For still my erring heart mi^ht prove 
Too weak to spurn thy proflor'd love ; 
And tears — though fcigii'd and false — ^mightmo^ 

And prayers, though insincere. 

But no ! the tie so firmly bound 

Is torn asimder now ; 
How deep that sudden wrench may woand» 

It recks not to avo\^; 
Go thoQ to fortune and to fame ; 
I sink to sorrow — sufierine — shame— 
Yet think, when glory silas thy name, 

I would not be as Uiou. 

Thou canst not light or wavering deem 

The bosom all thine own ; 
Thou know'st, in joy's enlivemng oeam 

Or fortune's adverse frown. 
My pride, my bliss had been to share 
Thine hopes ; to soothe thine hours of caret 
With thee the martyr's cross to bear, 

Or wiq the roartyr's ciowcu 
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r is o*er ; but never from my heart 

Shall time thine hnage blot; 
lie drearoa of other days depart ; 

Thou shall not be forgot ; 
.nd never in the suppliant sigh 
'our'd forth to Him who rules the sky, 
hall mine own name be breathed on high» 

And thine remember d not 

'arewell ! and oh ! may he whose love 

Endures though man rebel, 
a mercy yet thy guilt reprove ; 

Thy darkening clouds dispel : 
Vhere'er thy wandering steps decline 
iy fondest prayers — nor only mine ; — 
^be aid of Israers God be tnine ; 

And in his name — Farewell ! 

Rev. T. Dale. 



ENGLAND'S DEAD. 

Son of the Ocean-isle ! 

Where sleep your mighty Dead ? 
Show me what nigh and holy pile 

Is rear'd o'er Glory's bed. 

Go, stranger! track the deep, 
Free, free the white sail snread ! 

Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep, 
Where rest not England's Dead. 

On Egypt's burning plains. 

By the pyramid o'ersway'd, 
Witn fearful power the noonday reign* 

And the palm-trees yield no shade : 

But let the angry sun 

From Heaven look fiercely red, 
Unfelt by those whose fight is done \ 

7%«re slumber EnglaiML's Deed. 
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Tho hurricane hath mi|^ 

Along the Indian shore, 
And fiur, by Gunga'e banks at nigh^ 

b heard the tiger's roar; 

But let tho sound roQ on ! 

It hath no tone of dread 
For those that from their toils are gone !— 

There slumber England's Dead. 

Loud rush the torrent-floods 

The western wilds among, 
And free, in green Columbia's woods, 

The hunter's bow is strung; 

But let the floods rush on ! 

Let the arrow's flight be sped f 
Why should they reck whoso task is donef— 

There slumber England's Dead. 

llie mountain-storms rise high ' 

In the snowy Pyrenees, 
And toss the pme-ooughs through the sky» 

Like rose-leaves on the breeste : 

But let the storm rage on ! 

Let ^e fores^wreath8 be shed ! 
For the Roncesvalles' field is won, — 

7%ere slumber England's Dead. 

On the frozen deep's repose 
'T is a dark and dreadful hour. 

When round the ship the ice-fields claM> 
To chain her with their power ; 

But let the ice drift on ! 

Let the cold blue desert spread ! 
Their course with mast and flag is done— 

Tken lUuaVwi &n%lsxvd't Dead 
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The warlike of the isles ! 

The men of field and wave ! 
Are not the rocks their funeral piles, 

The seas and shores their grave ? 

Go, straxiger! track the deep. 

Free, nee the white sail spread ! 
Wind may not rove, nor billow sweep, 

Where rest not England's Dead. 

Mas. Hemans. 



EVENING. 

T* OOTi tale. — ^The feast was over, the slaves gone, 
The dwarfs and dancing-girls had all retired ; 

The Arab lore and poet^s song were done. 
And every sound of revelry expired ; 

The lady and her lover left alone, 
The rosy flood of twilight's sky admired ; — 

Ave Maria ! o'er the earth and sea. 

That heavenliest hour of Heaven is worthiest thee! 

Ave Maria! blessed be the hour! 

The time, the clime, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 

Sink o'er the earth so beautiful and soft. 
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower, 

Or die faint dying day-hymn stole aloft, 
AemI not a breath crept through the rosy air, 
And yet the forest leaves seem'd stirr'a with prayer. 

Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of prayer ! 

Ave Maria ! 't is the hour of love ! 
Ave Maria ! may oar spirits dare 

Look up to thme and to thy Son's above ! 
Ave Mana! oh that &ce so mir! 

Tkoae downcast eyes beneath the Almighty dove— 
What thmi^h 'tis but a pictured image strike- 
That painting if so idol, 'tis too like. 
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Sweet hour of twilight ! — in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 

Which bounds Ravenna's immemorial wood, 
Rooted where once the Adrian wave flowed o'eTr 

To where the last Cesarean fortress stood, 
Evergreen forest! which Boccaccio^s lore 

And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me, 

How have 1 loved the twilight hour and thee ! 

The shrill cicnlas, people of the pine, 

Makmg their summer lives one ceaseless song, 

Were the solo echoes, save my steed's and mine, 
And vosper-belTs that rose the bouglui along: 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti's line, 
His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair thnngi 

Which learn'd from this example not to fly 

From a true lover, shade w'd my mind's eye. 

Ob Hesperus ! thou bringest all good things- 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer. 

To the young bird the parent's brwxling wings, 
The welcome stall to the o'er-lal)our\] steer; 

Whate'er of peace about our hearth'Stone eUngi, 
Whute'er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gather'd round us by thy look of rest; 

Thou bring'st the child, too, to the mother's breait 

Sofl liour ! which wakes the wish and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 

When they from their sweet friends are torn apart; 
Or nils with love the pilgrim on hit way. 

As the far bell of vesper makes him start* 
Seeming to weep the dying day's decay; 

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns ? 

Ah ! surely nothing dies but somethiag mourns ! 

Btboh. 
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FROM CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE 

He that haa saird upon the dark-blue sea, 
Has view'd at times, I ^veen, a full fair sight ; 
When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may be. 
The white sail set, the eallant frigate tight ; 
Masti, a|Bres, and strand retiring to the right, 
The glorious main expanding o'er the bow. 
The convoy spread like wild swans in their flight, 
ThiB dullest sailer wearing bravely now, 
So gaily curl tlie waves beibre each dashing prow. 

And oh, the little warlike world within ! 
The well-reeved guns, the netted canopy. 
The hoarse command, the busy humming din, 
When, at a word, the tops are mann'd on high : 
Hark to the Boatswain's call, the cheering cry ! ^ 
While through the seaman's hand (he tackle glides ; 
Or 8chool-bov Midshipman that standing by, 
Strains his snrill pipe as good or ill betides. 
And well the docile crew that skilful urchin guides. 

White is the glassy deck, without a stain, 
Where on the watch the staid Lieutenant walks; 
Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone chieftain, who majestic stalks, 
Silent and fear'd by all — ^not oft he talks 
With auj^ht beneath him, if he would preserve 
That stnct restraint, which broken ever balks 
Conquest and Fame : but Britons rarely swerve 
From Law, however stem, whicn tends their 
strength to nerve. 

Blow ! swiftly blow, thou keel-compelling gale ! 
Tin the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray ; 
Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail. 
That lagging barks may make their lazy way. 
Ah, grievance sore ! and listless dull delay. 
To waste on sluggish hulks the sweetest Meeze ! 
What leagues are lost before the dawn ^ in* 

16 
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Thus loitering pensive on the willing geai. 
The flappiii:? sail haul'd down to halt for logs Ww 



ill 



lese 



The moon is up; i>v' iloavon n lovely eve I 
Long 8ireaniR of light o'er dancing waves expand; 
Now iadH on shore may sigh and maids believe: 
Such bo our i'ato when wn return to land ! 
Meantime some ri^de Arion's restless hand 
Wakes the brisk hannony that sailors love; 
A circle there of merry listeners stand, 
Or to some well-known measure featly move, 
Thoughliess, m if on shore they still were free to 
rove. 

Tbrongh Calpc's strains s'lrvey the steepy shorei 
Euro;)o au-.l Alric o.» e:v'h oilier gaze ! 
Lands of the dark-eyed .Maid and dusky Moor, 
Alike behold benenili pale Hecate's blaze: 
How sofily on the S;>anish shore she pla)'s, 
Pisclosim; rock, and sic pe, and forest orown. 
Distinct though darken. iig with her waning phaset 
But Mauritania's giant shadows frown. 
From moantain cliif to coast descending nmbn 
down. 

Tis night, when meditation bids us feel 
We once have loved, though love is at an end: 
The heart, lone mourner of its bofHed zeal, 
Though friendleHs now, will dream it had a friend. 
Who with the weight of yean* wouKI wish to bend, 
When Youth itself survives voung Love and JoyT 
Alas! when mingling souls forget to blend, 
Death hath but little left him to doHtXY>y! 
Ah ! happy years ! once more who would not be t 
boy? 

Thus bending o'er the vessel's laving side. 
To gaze on Dian's wave-reflected sphere ; 
The Boiil ibrgcu \\ei acKumes of Hope and Prideb 
And flies unconBC\o\]A o^^t QaOck\»s^is:'«ras& >|«iKt 
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9 are m> desolate but something dear, 

■er than self, poeeesses or poeseaB'd 

oii^ht, and claims the homage of a tear; 

ishmg pang ! of which the weary breast 

ould soil, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest 

it on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell, 
lowly trace the forest's shady scene, 
ire things that own not man's dominion dwell* 
mortal foot hath ne'er, or rarely been ; 
slimb the trackless mountain all unseen, 
1 the wild flock that never needs a fold ; 
le o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean : 
I is not solitude ; 'tis but to hold 
9nverse with Nature's charms, and see her stores 
unroird. 

'midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 
lear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 
I roam along, the world's tired denizen, 
h none who bless us, none whom we can bless ; 
ions of splendour shrinking from distress ! 
le that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
ve were not, would seem to smile the less 
ill that flatter'd, fbllow'd, sought, and sued : 
his is to be alone ; this, this is solitude ! 

Byron. 



kREWELL TO THE HARP OP THE NORTH. 

IP of the North, &rewell ! The hills now dark, 
n purple peaks a deeper shade descenaing ; 
wilight copse the glow-worm Ughts her spark, 
lie deer, half-seen, are to the covert wending, 
ume thy wizard elm ! the fountain lending 
.nd the wild breeze, tliy wilder minstrelsy ; 
r nuuihers sweet with Nature's vespers blending, 
l^ith (lis ant echo from the fold and lea, 
1 herd-boy's evening pipe, and hvun <£ \wnhd% 
bee. 
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Yet once again, farewell, thou mins^l Harp ! 

Yet once again, forgive my feeble sway. 
And little reck 1 of the ccnRure sharp 

May idly cavil at an idle lay. 
Much have 1 owed thy strains on Ufe's long way» 

Through secret woes the world has never known* 
When on the weary night dawn'd wearier day, 

And bitterer was the grief devoured alone. 
That I o'erlive such woes, Enchantress ! is thine own 

Hark! as my Ungering fi)otstoi)8 slow retire, 

Some Spirit of the Air has waked ttiy string! 
T is now a Seraph bold, with touch of fire, 

T is now the brush of J airj's frolic, wing. 
Receding now, the dying uuinbcrs ring 

Fainter and iainter down the rugged doll. 
And now the mountain breezes sc^irccly bring • 

A wandering witch-note of the distant spell-— 
And now, 'tis silence ail! — Enchantress, fare thei 
weU! 

Scott. 



LOCHINVAR. 

O, YOUNG Lochinvar is come out of the west» 
Through all the wide border his steed was the beat 
And save his good broad-sword he weapon had none 
He rode all unarm'd, and he rode nil alone. 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war. 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He staid not for bmke, and he stoppM not for stone, 
He swam the Eake river where ford there was naatt 
But, ere he alighted at Ncthcrby gate. 
The bride had consented, the gulmnt came late : 
For a laggard in love, and a dtistard in war, 
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he enieT'd the Netherby Hall, 
Amonff isdtde'a-mciv, an^ VwvKmstv^ v:x\ \vcQithieif vnd 
tU: 
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Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his swoid, 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,) 
"0 come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 
Or to dance at our bridal, yoimg lord Lochiuvar ?" — 

**I long woo'd your daughter, my suit you denied ; — 
Love swells like the Sol way, buf ebbs hke its tide— 
And now 1 am come with this lost love of mine. 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland nK)re lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to the young Liochinvar." 

The bride kiss'd the goblet ; the knight took it up, 
He quaflTd off the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She look'd down to blush, and she look'd up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lipa, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,— 
** Now tread we a measure !" said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face, , 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace ; 
While her mother did fret, and her father did fume ; 
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and 

plume; 
And the bride-maidens whisp)cr'd " Twere better by 

far 
To have match'd our fair cousin with young Lochin- 



var." 



One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear. 
When they reach'd the hall-door, and the charger 

stood near; 
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 
So light to the saddle beibre her he sprung ! 
"I^e is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and 

scaur, 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow,'* quoth young 

Lochinvar. 

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Nelherfoy 

<;lan; 
Feisters. Fenwicks, and Musgraves, 0\«f lo^ «&iS^ 

they nm: 
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There wm racing, and chasing, on Cannobie Lee, 
But the Io8t bride of Nelherby neVr did they leei 
So daring in love, and so daiinrlfm in war. 
Have ye e'er heard of gnlituit like young Locliinvort 

Sgott. 



THE FORCE OF IjOVE. 

I. 

And said I that my limlw were old; 
And said 1 that my hUntd was cold, 
And that my kindly Pre was fled, 
And my poor wiihcr'd heart was dead, 

And that I mifj^hl not sing of love ? 
How could I to tlio dearest theme 
ITiat ever wiirmM a minstrel's dream, 

So foul, so false, a retreant prove! 
How could I name love's very name, 
Nor wake my heart to notes oi' flame ! 

' II. 

In peace. Love tunes the shepherd's reed; 
In war, he mounts the warriors steed; 
In halls, in gay attire is seen; 
In hamlets, dances on the green. 
Love rules the court, the comp, the grove, 
And men below, and saints above ; 
For love is heaven, and heaven is love. 

Scott. 



MANFRED TQ THE SORCERESS. 



-From my youth upwards 



My spirit walk'd not with the souls of men, 
Nor look'd upon the earth with human eyes; 
T^B thint of their qxv\\».\iotv Yiu» \>sA. vnlnc; 
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The aim of their existence was not mine; 

My joys, my^grieis, r.:y pasnions, and my powers, 

Mkw me a stranger ; ihoMgh I wore the form, 

I had no tympathy with breathing flesh, 

Nor 'midst the creatures ol" clay that girded me 

Was there but one who — but of her anon. 

I said, with men, and with the thoughts of men, 

I held b«it shght communion ; but instead, 

My joy was in the wilderness, to breathe 

The difficult air of the iced mountain's top, 

Where the bin'.s dare not build, nor insect's wing 

FUt o'er the hcrble«s granite ; or to plunge 

Into the torrent, and to roll along 

On the swift whirl of ihe new breaking wave 

Of river stream or occ::n in their flow. 

In these mv early stron^h exulted ; or 

To JfoUow through the night the moving moon, 

Tlie stars and their devclonmont ; or catch 

The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim ; 

Or 10 look, listening, on the scatter'd leaves. 

While autumn winds were at their evening song. 

These were my pastimes, and to be alone ; 

For if the beings, of whom I was one, — 

Hating to be so, — cross'd me in my path, 

I felt myself degraded back to them, 

And was all clay a^in. And then I dived, 

In my lone wanderings to the caves of death, 

Searchini^ its cause in its effect ; and drew 

From witlier'd bones, and skulls, and heap*d-up dust» 

Conclusions most forbidden. Then I pass'd 

The nights of years in sciences untaught. 

Save in the old-time ; and with lime and toil, 

And terrible oitleal, and such penance 

As in itself harh power upon the air, 

And spirits that do compass air and earth, 

Stmce, and the people infinite, I made 

Mine eyes familiar with Eternity, 

Such as, before me, did the Magi, and 

He who from out their fountain dwellings 

Eros and Anferos, at Gadara, 



I 
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As I do thee ; — and with my knowledge grew 
The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joj 
Of this most bright intelligence. 

' Btbok. 



SPEECH OF RAAB KIUPRIU. 

Hear me, 
Aswmbled lords and warriors of Illjnia, 
Hear, and avenge me ! Twice ten years have I 
Stood in your presence, honoured by the king, 
Beloved and trusted. Is there one among you. 
Accuses Raab Kiuprili of a bribe? 
Or one false whisper in his sovereign's ear? 
Who here dares charge me with on orphan's rigfati 
Outfaced, or widow's ploa left undefended ? 
And shall I now be branded by a traitor, 
A boughtpbribcd wretch, who, being oall'd my rnxk. 
Doth libel a chaste matron's name, and plant 
Hensbanc and aconite on a mother's grave ? 
The underling accomplice of a robber, 
That from a widow and a widow's oflspring 
Would steal their heritage ? To God a roMl, 
And to the common lather of his country 
A recreant ingrate ! 
What means this clamour? Are these madmen's 

voices? 
Or is some knot of riotous slanderers leagued 
To infamize the name of a king's brother 
With a block fulHchood ? Unmanly cruel ^, 
Ingratitude, and mout uimatural treason ! 
Wnat mean these mumiurH I Dare then any here 
Proclaim Prince Em(>rick a spotted traitor? 
One that has taken from you your sworn &ith» 
And given you in return u Judas' bribe, 
Infamy now, oppression in reversion, 
And Heaven's inervitable curse hereaAer? 
Yet btu with me a>N\u\e1 1\«lnq V %x ^doSa 
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Bled fi>r your safety, conquer'd for your honour? 

Was it for this, Illyrians! that I forded 

Your thaw-swollen torrents, when the shouldering 

ice 
Fought with the foe, and stain'd its jageed points 
With gore from wounds I ielt not? IMd the blast 
Beat on this body, frost-and-famine-nurob'd, 
Till my hard flesh distingiiish'd not itself 
From the insensate mail, its fellow- warrior? 
And have I brought home with me victory. 
And with her, hand in hand, firm-iboted peace. 
Her countenance twice lighted up with glory, 
As i£ I had charm 'd a goddess down from heaven! 
But these will flee abhorrent from the throne 
Of usurpation ! Have you then thrown off shame, 
And shall not a dear friend, a loysl subject, 
Throw off all fear? I tell ye, the fair trophies, 
Valiantly wrested from a valiant foe. 
Love's natural offering to a rightful king. 
Will hang as ill on this usurping traitor, 
This brother-blight, this Kmerick, as robes 
Of gold pluck'd from the images of gods 
Upon a sacrilegious robber's iMick. 

CoLKEIiXIE. 



CASABIANCA. 



Toang CaaabiancA, a boy about thirteen jrean old, son to 
th« admiral of the Orient, remained at hit post (in the baUle 
of the Nile,) aAer the ship had taken fire, and aO the guna 
had been abandoned ; and perished in the explosion of the 
vessel, when the flames had reached the powder. 



The boy stood on the burning deck. 
Whence all but him had fled ; 

The flame that lit the battle's wreck. 
Shone round him o'er the dead. 
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Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 

As bom to rule the Htonn ; 
A creature of heroic blooJ, i^ 

A proud, though child-like form. 

The flames roird on — he would not go, 

Without hifl father's word ; 
That father, faint in death below. 

His voice no longer lieard. 

He call'd aloud—* Say, father, say 

If yet my task is dune V 
He knew not that the chicfiain lay 

Uoconscious of his son. 

* Speak, father !' once again he cried, 

* If I may yet be gone !' — 

And but the b(M)ming shots replied, 
And fast the flames rolKd on. 

Upon his brow he felt llieir breath. 

And in his waving liair; 
And iook'd from tliat lone post of death* 

In still yet brave despair — 

And shouted but once more aloud, 

* My father I must I stay ?' 

While o'er him fast, thn>iigh sail and shroud 
The wreatliing fires made way. 

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild. 
They caught the flag on high, 

And stTpam'd above the gallant child. 
Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound—- 

The boy — oh I where is lie ? 
— Ask of the winds that fiir around 

With fragments strow the sea! 
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WALLENSTEIN'S DREAM. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER. 

TmniE exist monients in the life of man, 

Wlien he is nearer the great Soul of the ^-Qrld 

Than is man's custom, and possesses freely 

rhe power of questioning his destiny . 

And such a moment 't was, when in the night 

Before the action in the plains of I.iilzen, 

Leaning against a tree, thoughts crowding thoughts, 

I look'doiit far upon the ominous plain. 

My wtK>le life, past and future, in this moment 

Before my mind's eye glided in procession, 

And to the destiny of the next morning 

The spirit, fill'd wiih anxious presentiment, 

Did knit the most removed f:;t!ir;ty. 

T^ien said 1 also to myself, " So manv 

I>ORt thou command. ' They folli>w all thy stars. 

And as on some great number set their All 

Upon thy single ner.d, and only man 

The vtissel of thy Ibrlune. Yet a day 

Will come, when Destiny shall once more scatter 

All these in many a seversil direction : 

Few be they who will stand out faithful to thee." 

I yeam'd to know which one was faithfullest 

f>f all. this camp include, (^reat Destiny, 

Give roe a sign ! And he shall be the man, 

Wiio, on th' approaching morning, comes the first 

To meet me with some token of his love : 

And thinking this, I fell into a slumber. 

Then midmost in the battle was 1 led 

In spirit. Great the pressure and the tumult! 

Then was my horse kill'd under mc : 1 sank ; 

And over mo away, all unconcernedly. 

Drove horse and nder— and thus trod to pieces 

I lay, and panted like a dying man. 

Then seized me suddenly a saviour arm. 

It was Octavio's — ^! awoke at once. 

'T was broad day, and Octaoio «toind\N&s«TDib. 
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" My brother," said lie, " do not ride to-day 
The dapple, as you're wont ; hut mount the hone 
Which 1 have chosen lor thee. I)o it, brother! 
In love to me. A strong dream wam'd me bo." 
It was the swiftness of thif* horse that snatched 
From the hot pursuit of Ikiunier's dragoons. 
My cousin roue the dapple on that day, 
And never more saw 1 or horse or rider. 

Coi.IKTIWfc 



WALLENSTEIN AxND MAX. PICCOLOMINL 

FROM THE GERMAN OF BCHILLEIU 

WaUenstein. Max., remain with me. 

Go you not from me. Max. ! Hark ! I will tell thee— 
IIow when at Prague, our winter quarters, thou 
Wert brought into my tent a tender boy, 
Not yet accustom'd to tho German winters; 
Thy h:uMl was frozen to the heavy colours; 
Thou wouhl'st not let them go — 
At that time did 1 take thee ni my arras. 
And with my mnntie did I eovor thee : 
I was thy nurse, no woman could have been 
A kinder to tlioe ; 1 was not ashamed 
To do for thee all little offices, 
However strange to me ; I tendp<l thee 
Till life retuni'd ; and when thiho eyes first openU 
I had thee in my arms. Since then, when have I 
Alter'd my feelings towards theo? Many thouaandi 
Have I m:i(le rich, presented them with lands; 
Uowanlcd them with dignities and honours; 
Theo have I lovt'ff : my heart, my self, I gave 
To thee! They all were aliens: Tiiou wert 
Our rhild uud nimate. Max. ! Thou can*8t not letve 

me ; 
It cannot Im ; I may not, will not think 
That Max. can \eaNe me. 
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Max. O my God ! 

WaUenttein. I have 

Held and sustain'd thee from thy tott'ring childlKXxL 
WWt h(dy bond is there of natural love, 
What human tie, that does not knit thee to me ? 
I love thee, Max. ! What did thy father (or thee, 
Which I too have not done, to tne height of duty? 
Go hence, forsidce me, serve thy emperor ; 
He will reward thee with a pretly chain 
Of gold ; with his ram's fleoge will he reward thee ; 
For that the friend, the father of thy youth, 
For that the holiest feeling of humanity, 
Was nothing worth to thee. 

Max. O God ! IJow can I 

Do otherwise ? Am I not forced to do it ? 
My oath — ^my duty — honour — 

Wallenstein. How? Thy duty? 

Duty to whom ? W^ho art thou ? Max. ! bethink thee 
What duties may'st thou have ? If 1 am acting 
A criminal part toward the Emperor, 
It is my crime, not ihine. Dost thou belong 
To thine own self? Art thou thine own commander? 
Stand'st thou, like me, a freeman in the world, 
Hat in thy actions ihou should'st plead free agency? 
On me thou 'rt planted, I am thy Emperor ; 
To obey me, to belong to mc, this is 
Thy honour, tliis a law of nature to thee! 
And if the planet, on tlie which thou livest 
And hast thy dwelling, from its orbit starts. 
It is not in thy choice, vvhetlier or no 
Thou 'It follow it. Unfelt it whirls thee onward 
Together with his ring and all his moons. 
With little guilt stepp d thou into this contest. 
Thee will the worla not censure, it will praise thecw 
For that thou held'st thy friend more worth to thee 
Than names and influences more removed. 
For justice is the virtue of the ruler, 
Afiection and fidelity the subject's. 
Not every one doth it beseem to question 
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The far-off* high Arctunis. Most securely 
Wilt thou pumue the nearest du^ — ^let 
The pilot nz his eye upon the poMtar. 

COLniDOL 



MARCH. 

Now the doubTin^ Tapours filV 

The vale, and hover o'er the hill ; 

The heath that right against the view 

liflt its slope side, is clad in blue ; 

O'er the far extended wood 

Deep and still the gray mists brood 

While by the hedge and on the gran 

We bmsh the vapotirs as we pass. 

Still is the air ; the leaves and hertai 

Not a single breath disturbs, 

Save that, by fits, the breeze's sighs 

In miinnurs through the boughs arise 

Through the dead calm that reigns aroana, 

Is heard distinctly every sound : 

The rooks, that still from earliest dawn 

With caw incessant pass the lawn, 

Then quick repass, with burden fill'd, 

Their annual aerie to rebuild ; 

The plough, that sometimes screaks ;— anon 

The swain's loud laugh, that guides it on; 

The clapping gate, at which we see, 

Slowly returning from the lea, 

The sower with his empty sack; 

The woo<Iinan, laden at his back 

With roots and broken sticks and bougfaa, 

That custom for his toil allows ; 

Or red-cloak'd housewife of the cot. 

Who from the vill her stores has got 

To cheer her household, when they leav* 

The ham or wood or f\e\d «\.«v«\ 
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(^ truant boys, whose cheerful voice 

Down in the vale we hear rejoice; 

1^6 horses* steps along the lane, 

Or the loud ring of loaded wain ; 

Or from ihe public road afar 

The rattle of the fleeter car 

(While at each pause from yonder vale 

We hear the cuckoo tell her tale, 

Or gentle stockdove pour her moan 

In deep and melancholy tone ;) 

The babbling hounds, whose distant cries 

Waked by the honi's loud melodies. 

Or shrill-voiced huntsman's echoing cheer 

Die into music in the air; 

The bleating flock from yonder steep, 

The 6og that bays the straying sheep, 

And shepherd's hallo from the hill. 

At which th' obedient dog is still; 

The village artist's hasty stroke; 

The slower flail; the fulling oak 

That echoes from the quaking dell; 

The rapid whirl from cottage well; 

The cattle, lowing from the farm; 

And thousand sounds beside, that charm. 

Now the wings of silence bear , 

Distinct along the listening air. 

Thus as the airy harp reclined 
Moves to the whispers of the wind 
And, in return, from all its strings 
With more melodious music rings; 
l^e curious ear, in ectusicA, 
Vibrates to Nature's hEumonies, 
And strives the rapture to repay 
By mimic echoes of her lay. 

Sir E. BuYDCoak 
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L«l ms rocull ihc i 

MighL'n ihou mlsLe Ih 
Fof innu wen p ' 
Lonch'd {naa Iti 

Y« — Ihdu wert pnactii whoii tbs itan t 
And wnriili uniiiimlwr'il njll'd iiikt ih 

When Gud tram cIiihih biiU« Ihr- ipbere* 
And lii'J Ihe Mnzing linn ii|iiin itt hu 

And WLlh his Singer rni the briimili of tp 

MBrk'd out each jiloTict'ii averluiing mc 

How many thonranil ann rmm lliy tnrti 

Thou (lept'nt ill darhiiflm il were vain 

Till F-sypt'i wnu u(ihpnv>if thpn rrom th 



Worth; 10 be a king'a Hircopbogiu f 

What time Elijah la Ihe Mm rureniled. 
Or David rokni'd in holy I'lilcatitie, 

Some ancient 'Hiebon imiiiarch uaa nu 
Itenealh Ihe lid of tbin oniblasiii'i! ilii 

And m thai iubl*rrann>iiii jnlai-n home, 

Wbich tuiling ugea in tin nick luid vi-on 



■irlabi, fill'd 



Thebe*. lioni hnr tinndrpi 

What funem! pomtn oiH!tii1c>d in (by Ira 
What bonnnn wavtxl. wliaL niipiitv in 

Tbit Kii^—llieii tied— Uwir 6<im|H*— i 
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Vhvm to tfay second auarry did they trust 
Thee, and the lord of all the nations roimd. 

Grim king of silence ! Monarch of the dust ! 
Embalmed, anointed, jeweird, sceptred, crown*d, 

Here did he lie in state, cold, stiff*, and stark, 

A leathern niaroah grinning in the dark. 

Tliiis ases roli*d ; but their dissolving breath 
Could only blacken that imprison'd thing. 

Which wore a ghastly royalty in death, 
Afl if it struggled still to be a king ; 

And each disMiying century, like the last, 

Juft dro{)p*d its dust upon thy lid, and pass'd. 

The Persian conqueror o*cr Egypt pour'd 
His devastating host — a moUey crew ; 

The steel-clad horseman, — the barbarian horde,— 
Music and men of every sound and hue, — 

Priests, archens, eunuchs, concubines, and brutet,<« 

Gongs, trumpets, cymbals, dulcimers, and lutes. 

Then did the fierce Cambyses tear away 
The ponderous rock that seaVd the sacred tomb ; 

llien did the slowly penetrating ray 
Redeem thee from long centuries of gloom. 

And lower'd torches flash 'd against thy side, 

As Ada's king thy blason'd trophies eyed. 

Pluck'd from his grave, with sacrilegious taunt, 
llie featiures of the royal corse they scann'd ; 
Dashing the diadem from his temple gaunt, 
. They tore the sceptre from his graspless hand ; 
And on those fields, where once ms will was law, 
Left him for winds to waste and beasts to gnaw. 

Some nions Thebaos, when the storm was past, 
Upclosed the sepulchre with conning skill, 

And nature, aiding their devotion, cast 
Over its entrance a concealing rill ; 

Then thy third darkness came, and thou didil dMp 

Twenty -thie* oenkuries in silence d«ei^ 

17 
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But he from whom nor pyramids nor sphyiu 
Can hide its secrecies, Bclzoni came ; 

From the tomb's mouth unlink'd the granite linb^ 
Gave thee again to light, and life, and fame. 

And brought thee from the sands and deserta fatdi, 

To charm the pallid children of the north ! 

Thou art in London, which, when thou wert new, 
Was what Thebes is, a wilderness and waste, 

Where savage beasts more savage men pursue; 
A scene br^ nature cursetl, — by man disffmced- 

Now — 'tis the world's metru|K)li8 ! — The high 

Queen of arms, learning, arts, and luxury \ 

Here, where I hold my hand, 't is strange to think 
What other hands, perchnnco, preceded mine ; 

Others have also slo(xJ bositlc ihy brink. 
And vainly conn'd the moral izin;^ line! 

Kings, sagos, chiofH, that toiich'd this sfone, like mSt 

Where are ye now ? — Wliero all must shortly be. 

All is mutation ; — he within tliis stone 
Was once the greatest monarch of the hour. 

His bones are dust — his very name unknown! — 
Go, learn from him the vanity of power ; 

Seek not the frame's corruption to control, 

But build a lasting mansion for thy soul. 

Horace Smith. 



PRAYER. 

LiKX the low murmur of the secret stream. 
Which through dark alders winds its shaded wajr^ 

Mysuppliant voice is heard ;— Ah ! do not deem 
That on vain toys I throw my hours away. 

In the recesses of the forest vale. 
On the wild mountain,— on the verdant sod, 

Where the (resh breezes of the mom prevail, 
I wander U>nQVy,ooiamva)^Nii\\]tvGQd. 
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When the ^nt sicknen of a wmindod heart 
CraepB in cold Rhudderings througli my sinkuig 
u«me, 

I torn to thee, — that holy peace impart, 
Wluch soothes the invokere of thy awful name. 

all-pervadine Spirit ! sacrod beam ! 

Farentof life and ll^t! Eternal Power! 
Grant me through obvious clouds one transient gleam 

Of diy bright essence in my dying hour ! 

W. Beckford. 



HYMN ON THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 

Even thus amid thy pride and luxury, 

Oh earth ! shall that last coming burst on theer 

That aecret coming of the .Son of Ainn, 
When all the chenib-throning clouds sliall shine. 
Irradiate with his bric^ht advancing sign ; 

When that Great IIuHbandman shall wave his fan. 
Sweeping, like chaff, thy wealth and pomp away : 
Still to the noontide of that nightless day 

Shalt tfiou thy wonted disHolute (roiirse maintain.* 
Alonff the biisv mart and cn)wdod street. 
The buyer and the seller still shall meet. 

And marriage feasts begin their jocund strain ; 
Still to the pouring out the cup of woe : 
Till earth, a dnmkard, reeling to and fro. 
And mountains molted by his burning feet. 
And heaven his presence own, all red with furnace 
heat 

The hundred-gated cities then. 

The towers and temples, named of men 

Etenud, and the thrones of kings, 
The gilded summer palaces. 
The courtljr bowers of love and ease, 

Where still the bird of pleasure sings ; 
,Aak ye the destiny of them ? 
Go gaxe on fallen Jenisalem I 



260 rouNO bcan's 

Yea, mightier names are in the fiital roll, 
'Gainit earth and heaven God's standard is unfivlU 

The skies are shrivell'd like a burning scroll. 
And the vast common doom ensepuidire'f dn 
world. 

Oh ! who shall then survive ? 

Oh ! who shall stand and live ? 
When all that hath been is no more : 

When for the roimd earth hung in air, 

With all its constellations &ir 

In the skv's azure ccuiopy ; ^ 

Wlien for the breathing earth and sparkling sea, 

Is but a fiery deluge without shore. 

Heaving along the abyss profound and dark 

A fiery deluge, and without an ark. 

Lord of all power, when thou art there alone 

On thy eternal fier3'-wheeled throne, 
That in its high meridian noon 
Needs not the porish'd sun nor moon ; 
When thou art there in thy presiding state, 

Wide-scoptred Monarch o er tlie realms of doom; 

When from the soa-depths, from earth^s daikeit 
womb, 
The dead of all the ages raund thee wait ! 
And when the tribes of wickedness are strewn 

Like forestpleaves in the autumn of thine ire ; 
Faithful and true ! thou still wilt save thine own ! 

The saints shall dwell within the unharming fin^ 
Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. 

Even safe as we, by this still fountain's ode. 

So shall the church, thy bright and mystic bride. 
Sit on the stormy gulf, a halcyon bird or calm. 

Yes, 'mid yon angry and destroying signs. 

O'er us the rainbow of thy mercy snines. 
We hail, we bless the covenant of^its beam, 
Aimigh^ to avenge. Almighty to redeem ! 

MOJUN* 



^ I 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moonbeam's 8mile> 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foama and sparkles for a while, 
And murmuring then subsides to 



Thus man, the sport of bliss and care. 

Rises on Time's eventful sea; 
And, having swell'd a moment there, 

Thus melts into eternity ! 

B MOOBX. 



ROBIN HOOD. 

No! those days are gone away. 
And their hours are old and gray, 
And their minutes buried all 
Under the down-trodden pall 
Of the leaves ibr many years : 
Many times have winter's shears, 
Frozen North, and chilling E^t, 
Sounded tempests to the reast 
Of the forest's whispering fleeces, 
Since men knew nor rent nor leases. 

No, the bugle sounds no more. 
And the twanging bow no more ; 
Silent is the ivory shrill 
FbbI the heath and up the hill ; 
There is no mid-forest laugh, 
Where lone echo gives the half 
To some wight, amazed to hear 
Jesting deep in forest drear. % 

On the fairest time of June 
You may go, with sun or moon, 
Or the seven stars to light yoa ; 
Or the polar ray to right you ; 
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But you never may behold 
Little John, or Rooin bold ; 
Never one, of all the claiii 
Thrumming on an empty can 
Some old hunting ditty, while 
He doth his green way beguile 
To fair hostess Merriment, 
Down beside the pasture Trent ; 
For he left the merry tale 
Messenger for spicy ale. 

Gone, the merry morris din ; 
Gone, the song of Gamelyn ; 
Gone, the tough-belted outlaw 
Idling in the " grene shaw!" 
All arc gone away and past ! 
And if Robin should be cast 
Sudden from his tiurfed grave, 
And if Marian should have 
Once again her forest dajm, 
She would weep, and he would cran ; 
Tie would swear for all his oaks. 
Fallen be.icath the dockyard strc^aa^ 
Have rotted on the briny seas : 
She would weep that her wild beee 
Sane not to her. Strange ! thtX honey 
Can t be got without hwd money! 

So it is , yet let u? sing, 
Honour to the eld bow-string ! 
Honour to the bugle-horn ! 
Honour to the w(km)s tinshom! 
Honour to the Lincoln green! 
Honour to the archer keen ! 
Honour to bold Robin Hood, 
Sleeping in the underwood : 
Honour to maid Marian, 
And to all the Sherwood-cian! 
Though their days have hurried by, 
Let us two a burden try. 

Em 
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THE LUTE. 



the scimetar in the Sahib'i hand, and the loep- 
ih'g ; 1 have seen the one rusted, and the other 
I have Bcp.n the lute ring over the fnraTes of the 
Rajah. Let me then take the lute, and with it 
Bengalee Poem. 



ere of the earth have died, 
ingly strength is dust and air! 
eir breasts of fire and pride, 
rra has made his quiet lair, 
world is vanity, 
my lute and sing to thee. 

Rajah arra'd for war ; 

Is chieftains trampling round ; 

banner like a star ; 

his trumpet's stormy ^ouftd : 

they, like the rising sea — 

lute, and sang to thee. 

vas on the motmtain's brow: 

the echo of despair; ^ 

host returning slow — 

jal/s corse, cdd, bleeding, bare, 

'ore, and wept to see : — 

I touch'd no lute to thee. 

vere once in lordly halls, 
V once wore the aiadem, 
d barbs were in my stalk, 
y banner blazed the gem : — 
ie dreams, so let them flee — 
lute, and sing to thee. 

e ? — at best a wandering breath, 
iddest^ but a passing sigh ; 
ipiest, but a summer wreath— 
1 roei(>s floating by. 



I 
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Soon, toon alike the bond and jQree— 
So sings my lute, and sings to thee. 

Then corao, Sherene ! I've found a grove, 

Beneath a wild hiirs purple van, 
Where coos the silver-boflom'd dove ; 

Where the wild ^peacock spreads his ftn; 
Where springs the roebuck in his glee : 
Love, hear my lute, it sings to thee. 

There, on the valley's blossom'd slope, 
Shmes to the sun the pheasant's ^ume. 

There, like a ray, the antelope 
Gleams through the tliicket's fragrant f^ooB. 

The stately camel bends the knee : — 

Love, hear my lilte — " Tis all for thee.'* 

There mom is like a new-waked rote, 
And like a rosy shower the noon ; 

And evening, like a sweet sona's close ; 
And like a 9un half veilM, the moon. 

But dark my Paradise will be : — 

SouLof my soul, I die for thee. 

Cbolt. 



THE WAR OF THE LEAGUE. 

Now glory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all gb 

ries are! 
And glory to our Sovereign Liege, King Henry of 

Navarre! 
Now let there be the merry sound of munc and of 

dance. 
Through thy corn-fields green, and sunny vinei^ oh 

pleasant land of France ! 
And thou, Rochelle, our own Rochelle, proud city of 

the waters, 
Agam let rapture light the eyes of all thy moomiog 

daughters. 
As thou wert oonatant in ouc i?ls, be jojroua in oor 

joy. 
For cold, and stiff, «nA •.^a^i «i^^«^ Nqta^^vrvM^ik^ 

walla annoy. 
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Itmah! huirah! a single field hath turn'd the chance 

of war, 
Inrrah! hurrah! for Ivry, and Kmg Hemy of Nep 

varre. 

)h ! how our hearts were beating, when, at the dawn 

of day, 
Ve flaw the army of the League drawn out in long 

array; 
¥ith all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers, 
kjid Appenzel's stout infantry, and Egmont's Flenush 

spears. 
niMre rode the brood of false Lorraine, the cuises of 

our land ! 
ind dark Mayenne was in the midst, a truncheon in 

his hand; 
knd, 88 we look'd on them, we thought of Seine'i 

empurpled flood, 
ind good Coligni's hoary hair, all dabbled with hia 

blood; 
Ind we cried unto the living God, who rules the fiOe 

of war, • 

?o fight fi>r his own holy name, and Heniy of Nep 

varre. 

!!lie King is come to marshal us, in all his armour 
drest, 

Uid he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gal- 
lant crest 

[e look'd upon his people, and a tear was in his eye ; 

[e look'd upon thie traitors, and his glance was stem 
and nigh. 

!i|^t graciously he smiled on us, as roll'd fiK>m wing 
to wing, 

town all our line, a deafening shout, ' God save our 
Lord the King!' 

\nd if my standard-bearer fall, as fell full well he 
may,— 

or never saw I promise yet of sudi a bloody finyjr- 
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Pnm trhcra ye wfl 107 white plume 1 

And be your oriAiunnie, to-duy, the b 

Humh I Ihe liiei nre moving ', Ilark to 

or file, anit aImkI, and trump, and drum 

The fiei7 Duks if pnckiog fiu) ecroa 

plain. 
With oil Iho hireling rhivalry oTGaa) 

Now bv Ihe lipH or [hmo y« lovr, &ir g 

Charffo fiir the (golden lilied now, — upoj 

tl>e laiKf^! 
A (liouianil spunnreBlnkingdeep, a tbo 

A IhoaBiiid kniiiilH nre pnwing clon 

And in ihor hiinl. and on they ruah'd, 1 

^uidlnft sinr, 
Amidit the thirkcul cnmngB blazed th< 

Now, God be pmi*^. Iho day ii oun 

D' Aumnle hath crieJ for (|iiarter. TheFli 

Their ranka nra breaking like thin cloi 

BiKSv ftale; 
The field isVan'rl with bleeding staedj 

And then we Ihoiight on vxngcanre, an 

'Remember St. Banhuloraew.' wai poaa'i 

BuloiUnpnks gentle Ilonry, 'No Frond 

Down, down wilUaierj foieiiiaa, batU 
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Oh f was there ever such a knight, in friendship or 

in war, 
As our Sovereign Lord, King Henry, the soldier of 

Navarre ? 

Ho ! maidens of Vienna ! IIo ! matrons of Lucerne ! 
Weep, weep, and rend youi hair for those who never 

shall return. 
Ho! Philip, send, for charity, thy Mexican ]n8toles. 
That Antwerp monks may sing a mass for thy poor 

spearmen's souls I 
Ho! gallant nobles of the Le&gut>, look that your 

arraa be bright I 
Ho! burchcrs of ^'aint Geiwviev.?, keep watch and 

w»nl to-night! 
For our Ciod \m:U crush'd the t^-rant. our God hath 

raired the slave, 
And mock'd the coimscl of the wise, and the valour 

of tlio brave. 
Then glory to his holy name, from whom all glories 

are; 
And glory to our Sovereign Lord, King Henry of Na- 
varre. 

Macaulet 

CURTIUS. 

There is a multitude, in number like 
The waves of the wide ocean ; and as still 
As are thoee waters, when the summer breeze 
l^eepe on the moveless billow ; there is awe 
On every countenance ; and each doth stand 
In gasping breiithlcssncss, as terror chained 
The life-pulse dov^-n; or, as they deem'd, a sound 

Might call down new destruction on their heads. 

The sun looked smiling from hi& clear blue throne. 
And Nature secm'd to gladden in the ray ; 
When suddenly a cloud came over heaven^ 
A black and terrible shadow, as the gloom 
Of the destro^ng angel's form ; the wind 
Swept past with hollow munnur ; and the hifdi^ 
Ceaamg their font^ of jajrfulnees, "witYv innte 
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And quick and tremulous flight, for shelter nac^ 

Fear waa on every living thing: the earth 

Trembled as she presaged some coming ill ; 

The voice of thunder smke ; and in the nadst 

Of that proud citjr, in tne mulst of Rome, 

The ground was riven in twain ; and on the tpoly 

Where human steps had but so lately been, 

There yawn'd a fearful gulf, dark as the powcn 

Of hell were gather'd there — ^no eye might scan 

That fa^omlcss abyss. The Augur*8 voice 

Hath told the will^f Heaven — ^naught may cloie 

That gulf of terror, till it is the grave 

Of all Rome holds most precious. Then speeds fbrlb 

A 3routhful warrior — '* What is dear to Rome, 

But patriot valour ? Yc infernal Gods, 

Who now look wrathful from your deep abodei. 

Behold your ready sacrifice !" He comes, 

Arm'd as for battle, save no plumed helm , 

His black hair presses : he is on the steed 

Which has so often borne him to the field.— 

Young Curtius came, but with a brow as Arm, 

And cneek unchanged, as he was wont to wear. 

When he essay'd the glorious strife of men ; 

Pride glanced upon his eye — but pride that seem'd 

As a remembrance of the higher state 

In which aspiring spirits move ; whose thoughts 

Of avarice, mdolence, and selfish care, 

The chains of meaner ones, have given way 

Before the mighty fire of the high soul — 

Whose hope is immortality* whose steps 

Are steps of flame, on wliich tlie many gaze, 

But dare not follow. He one moment paused. 

And cast a farewell look on all around. 

How beautiful must be the sky above. 

And fair the earth beneath, to him who gives 

A lingering look, and knows it is his last ! — 

Then onward urged his courser. — Hark! a voice 

A wild shriek rings upon the air : he tum'd. 

And his glance fell on her, his own dear love. 

She rush'd upon Vua boaom %vlently, 

Af if her life were m thaX Va»\. «a)X«:«R%^ 
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^11 was 80 still around, that every sob, 
Ind the heart's throb of agony, were heard, 
ie clasp'd her, without power to soothe her grie^ 
)ut press'd her coral lip^-did never flower 
Hela fresher incense forth ! — and kiss'd away 
Phe tears on her pale cheek, then on her gazed.^ 
Ui his deep feeling, anguish, high resolves, 
Ind love intense, were in that nassionate glance. 
Ie clasp'd her wildly, and his aark eye swam 
n tenderness ; but he has nerved his soul — 
la has spurr'd on — and the dread gulf is closed ! 

Miss Landon 



THE FATE OF TYRANNY. 

Oppression dies : the tyrant falls: 
TTie golden city bows her walls ! 

Jehovah breaks the avenger's rod. 
The son of Wrath, whose ruthless hand 
Hurl'd desolation o'er the land, 
las run his raging race, has closed the scene of tmod. 
Chiefi arm'd around behold their vancjuish'd lord ; 
<for spread the guardian shield, nor lift the loyal 
sword 

He &lls ; and earth again is free : 
Hark ! at the call of Liberty, 

All Nature lifts the choral song. 
The fir-trees on the mountain's head, 
Rejoice through all their pomp of shade ; 
rhe lordly cedars nod on sacred Lebanon : 

Tyrant ! they cry, since thy fell force is broke, 
hir proud heads pierce the skies, nor fear the wood- 
man's stroke. 

Hell, from her gulf profound, 
touses at thine approach ; and all around, 
fer dreadful notes of preparation sound. 

See, at the awful call. 

Her abadowy heroei all. 
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E*en mighty k'mgn, the hoirs of empire wide» 

Rising with nolonin state, and slow. 

From their sable thrones holow, 
Meet and insult thy pride. 

>\^t, dost thou join our ghostly train, 

A flitting shadow light ami vain 7 

Where is thy pomp, thy foKtivc throng, 

The revel dnnco, and wanton song f 
Proud king! Corruption fiistens on th^ breast; 
And calls ner crawling brood, and bids th«n ihare 
the feast 

Oh Lncifer ! thou raduint star ; 
Son of the Mom ; wIiobc nwy <*nr 

Flamed foremost in the van of day ; 
How art thou fallen, thou King of Lisht f 
How fallen from thy meridian height ! 
Who saidst, The distant poles shall hear me and ohef- 
High o'er the stars my sapphire throne shall glow, 
And, as Jehovah's self, my voice the heavens shall 
^ bow. 

He snake, he died. Distain'd with gore. 
Beside yon ya^aiiing caveni hoar. 

See where his livid corso is laid. 
The aged pilgrim, (loasing by, 
Surveys him long with dubious eye; 
And muses on his fate, and shakes liis reverend head. 

Just Heavens! is thus thy pride imperial gooef 
Is this poor heap of dust the king of Babylon t 

Ts this the man, whose nod 
Made the earth tremble ; whose terrific rod 
Levell'd her loftiest cities ? Where he trod, 

Famine pursued and frown'd; 

Till Nature, groaning round. 
Saw her rich realms transformed to deserts diy ; 

While at his crowded prison's gate. 

Grasping the key* of faie» 
Stood stem CtiptLVvVy. ■ 
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Vain man ! behold thy righteous doom ; 

Behold each neighbouring monarch's tomb ; 

The trophied arch, the breathing bust, 

The laurel shades their sacred dust : 
While thou, yi\e outcast, on tliis hostile plain, 
Moulder'st a vulgar corse, among the vulgar slain. 

No trophied arch, no breathing bust 
Shall (lignify thy tmmplcd dust: 

No laurel douhsh o'er thy grave. 
For why, proud king, ihy ruthless hand 
Hurl'd desolation o'er the land. 
And crush'd Uie subject race, whom kings are bom 
to save : 
Eternal infamy shall blast thy name. 
And all tliy sons sliall siiare their impious father's 
shame. 

Rise, purple Slaughter ! furious rise ; 
Unfold the terror of thine eyes ; 

Dart thy vindiclive shaAs around: 
Let no Strang e land a shade afibrd. 
No conquer'd nations call them lord ; 
Nor let their cities rise to curse the goodly ground. 

For thus Jehovah swears ; No name, no son. 
No remnant shall remain of haughty Babylon. 

Thus saith the righteous Lord : 
My vengeance shall unsheathe the flaming sword ; 
O'er all thy reahns mv fury shall be pour' a. 

Where yon poua city stood, 

I '11 spread the sta^ant flood ; 
And there the bittern in the sedge shall lurk* 

Moaning virith sullen strain : 

ViHiile, sweeping o'er the plain. 
Destruction ends her work. 

Tes, on mine holy mountain's brow, 

I'll enuh this proud Awfnasi foe. 
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The iirevocable word is spoke. 

From Judah*s neck the galling ycke 
Soontaneous fidls, she shines with wonted state ; 
Tiius by myself I swear, and what I swear is iata 

Mamx 



TH£ SLAVE. 

Oh, he is worn with toil! the big drop run 

Down his dark cheek: hold, hola thy merokM 
hand. 

Pale tsrntnt! for beneath thy hard command 
Overwearied Mature sinks The scorching sun. 
As jntiiess as proud Proeperity, 

Darts on him his full beams; gasping he lies, 

Arraigning with his looks the patient skies, 
While mat inhiunan trader lifbs on high 
The mangling scourge. Oh, ye who at vour ease 

Sip the blood-sweeten'd beverage! moughti lik* 
these 
Haply ye scorn : I thank thee, gracious God! 

That I do feel upon my cheek the glow 
Of indication, when beneath the rod 

A sable brother writhes in silent woe. 

SOUTBST 



ODE TO HEALTH. 

WRITTEN AT BUXTON. 

O ROSY Health, heart^asy maid. 
In garments li^ht thy limbs arrayed. 
In smiles thy jocund features dress'd. 
Of Heaven's best blessings thou the best; 
Bright goddess, ever fiur and yoong, 
To thee my vouve W)« \x»V]in(,\ 
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For thou hast fill'd each languid vein 
With vigour, life, and strength again. 
When pale, enervate, wan, and weak, 
Despair and sickness seized my dieek. 

O, could my voice such numbers laiae, 
Tliee and thy healing founts to (mtise. 
At might with themes so high agree. 
Praise worthy them and worthy thee! 
O nvmph, admit me of thy train, 
With tnee to range the breezjy plain ; 
And fresh and strong my limos to lave 
Beneath thy nerve-restoring wave. 
With thee to rouse the slumbeiing mom 
With opening hoimd and cheerinff horn. 
With snouts that shake each wood and hiU« 
While mocking Echo takes her fill. 

O lover of the daisied lawn ! 
Tis thine, at earliest peep of dawn. 
The ranging forester to greet; 
Or the buthe lass, whose tripping feet. 
All as she sings beneath the paii, 
Imprint long traces o'er the vale. 
Nor seekest thou the proud resortt 
Of cities and licentious courts. 
Where Sloth and Gluttony abide. 
With bloated Surfeit by their side ; 
But humbly scornest not to dwell 
With Temperance in the rural ceU ; 
To watch the sheepboy at his stand, 
Or ploughman on the mrrow'd land. 
These climates cold, these buren plaini. 
Where rude uncultured Nature reigns, 
Better thy hardv manners j^ease 
Than bowers oi Luxury and Ease. 
And oft you trip these hills among 
Wi^ Exercise, a sportsman young, 
Who, starting at the call of day, 
Cuffi drowsy Indolence away, 

18 
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And climb* with nuuiy a ■tucdj 
The Dtonf raountaii]'* quiverir 
Nor fleeting miit nor sullen sloi 
Nor bU«l nur whirlwuid can il< 
The mrel'^H scene ulicii llioii i 
Wiih Checrriilncra. ihy daii^hu 
FroHi ihte, lirighi Health, all bl 
Hither Ihy blooming nhildri-ti h 
light^iOBTtcd Mirth BQil ^pon i 
And yotuiE-eyrd Love, Ihy dnrl 
Tia ihou hael pour'd o'nr Beau 
ItH ortlcB" bloi.m. ila nalivp arat 
Thou on my Innre's i-hcfl; hrut 
The peach s blu»U, the ruse's it 
With qulchenlng lire thy touch 
The polish'd liiBiro of her eyes 
O. ever make thy divellliip; die. 
And gunrd lixim harni my (bvoi 
O, let no blightiug grief cnnie i 
And chDRe nway each hurtful > 
Disciwe. with nickly yellow spn 
And Pain Ihnl holda the druopi 



I me who live hi 
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Keep, keep Iby ne^iei.meWtfiitA^ 
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Yet more, the Depths have more!— What wealth 
untoldi 
Far down, and shining through their stiUneas, lies! 
Thou hast the starry gems, the oumin^ gold, 

Won fitMn ten thousand royal Argosies. 
Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathful Main! 
Earth claims not these again! 

Yet more, the Depths have more !— Thy waves have 

Above the cities of the world gone hy ! 
Sand hath fill'd up the oalaces of old, 

Seaweed o'ergrown tne halls of revelry ! 
Dash o*er them, Ocean! m thy scornful play, 
Man yields them to decay ! 

Yet more !' the Billows and the Depths have more ! 

High hearts and brave are ^ther'd to thy breast! 
They hear not now the booming waters roar, — 

The battle-thunders will not break their rest 
Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave! — 
Give back the true and brave ! 

Give back the lost and lovely! — ^Those for whom 

The place was kept at board and hearth so long ; 
The prayer went up through midnight's breathless 
gloom. 
And the vain yearning woke 'midst festal song! 
Hold last thy buried isles, thy towers overthrown, 
— ^But all JB not thine own! 

Mrs, Hemans. 



SUNSET. 

The moon is up, and yet it is not night — 
Sunset divides the sky with her — a sea 
Of glory streams along the Alpine heli^t 
Of blue Friiih'a mountains; heaven \a Ixee 
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From clouds, but of all coloim Memf to bt 
Melted to oiio vast iris of the west, 
Where the day joins the past eternity; 
While, OD the other hand, meek Dian's cmC 
Floats through the azure air — an isUod of tfie Ueit! 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
With ner o'er half the lovely heaven ; but itiJl 
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
Roll'd o'er the peak of the far Rhstian hill, 
As day and night contending were, until 
Nature reclaim'd hor order : — gently flows 
The deep-dyed Brenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purple of a new-bom rose, 
Which streams upr)n her stream, and glaiBS*d within 
it glows. 

FilVd vnth the fane of heaven, which, fiom afiff> 
Comes down upon the waters ; all itb hues, 
From the rich simsct to the rising star» 
Their magical variety diffuse : 
And now Uioy chungo ; a paler shadow strews 
Its mantle o'er the mountains ; parting day 
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbiM 
With a new colour as it gasps away, 
The last still loveliest, till — 'tis gone-Hud all is gray. 

Btkon. 



A CASTLE IN THE AIR. 

Tll tell you, friend, what sort of wife. 
Whene'er I scan this scene of life. 

Inspires my waking schemes. 
And when I sleep, with form so lights 
Dances befoTQ nw t%N'vBb!d si^t. 

In Bweel aenaX ^teaxoa. 
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The rose its blushes need not lend, 
Nor yet the lily ^ith them blend, 

To captivate my eyes. 
Give me a cheek the heart obeys, 
And^ sweetly mutable, displays 

Itsf^limgs as they rise; 

Features, where pensive, more than gay. 
Save when a rising smile doth play. 

The sober thought you see ; 
Eyes that all soil and tender seem, 
And kind afiections round them beam, 
' But most of all on me ; 

• -A iorm/.^ough not of finest mould, 

^SQiere yet a something you behold 
/^' Uki^onsciQusly dolh please ; 

M^MVl^ &11 graceful without art, 
'ipiat tQ each look and word impart 
.*>, 2^. ii^esty and ease. 



v.. 



!/'^^t^l her air, her face, each charm, 
i^^lfifdsl -speak a heart with feeling warm, 
. ••*.. ''And mind inform the whole ; 

- With mind her mantling cheek must glow, 
■Her'yoice, her beaming eye must show 

An aU'inspiring soul. 

- Ah! could I such a being find, 

And were her fate to mine but join'd 

JBy Hymen's silken tie, 
To her myself, my all Td give. 
For her alone delighted Uve, 

For her coosent to die. 

Whene'er by anxious gloom oppress'd. 
On the soil pillow of her breast 

My aching head Td lay ; 
At her sweet smile each care should cease. 
Her kiss infuse a balmy peace. 

And drive my griefi away. 



,orso «an'* 



„ IM soften all h«r i**^ jj„jjpg riMfi*, 

nr^atcblSiaeherbed. 

^ , ,» Av deform* 

Should ^ering^^C^'*-'"^ 

My ^?frnce ondaunied ,*"" 

Tvieiher Vi"™"''. iliohty name , 
^To W*"* /ietWdtog eye . • 

A»d when I^« *'h|t ^ove fy- 

u w out heartt di'^*' 
Thns nothing *ouW° gude, 

Bttt Uve and love ^^^^^^011 r»»»^ 

..ONLY TBIS ONCE." 
Exonos X- VI- 
,.._&evvine*up/°«^ 

A» '^^^Yian welcome flow ». 
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Then he, so long, so deeply wam'd, 
The sway oi co;i3cience rashly spum'd, 

His promise of repentance scorn d. 
And coward-like to vice retum'd. 

" Only this once."^ — ^The tale is told. 

He wildly quafTd the poisonous tide, 
Witli more than Esau's madness sold 

The birtli-ri-rlit of his soul — and died. 



•c" 



I do not say ihat breath forsook 
The clay, and left its pulses dead. 

But reason in her eraf^re shook, 
And all the light of life was fled. 



•o* 



Again \\\s eyes the landscape view'd, 
His limbs a^ain their burden bore» 

And years their wonted course renew'd* 
But hope and peace returned no more. 

And angel-eyes with pity wept 

When he whom virtue fain would saye, 
Uis sacred vow so falsely kept. 

And strangely sought a drunkard's grave 

" Only this once.** — Beware, — ^beware ! — 
Gaze not upon the blushing wine. 

Repel temptation's syren snare, 
And prayerful seek for strength divine 

Mas. SiGOUKKK) 



ETERNITY. 

Se£, how beneath the mocmbeam's smi.. 

Ton little billow heaves its In^aaflt, 
And foams and sparkles far a while, 

And murmuring then RuhiideA \n 
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T^ut man, the sport of blue and care, 

Rises on tinie'8 eventful sea ; 
And havins swell'd a moment there. 

Thus melts into etemily ! 

MOOUE. 



TO MUSIC. 

QuEKH of every moving measure ! 
Sweetest source of purest pleasure ! 
Music ! why thy powers employ 
Only for the sons of Joy? 
Only for the smiling euests 
At natal or at nnpnal feasts 7 
Rather thy lenient numbers pour 
On those whom secret griefs devour; 
Bid be still the throbbing hearts 
(MT those whom Death or Absence parts ; 
And with some softly whisper'd air 
Smooth the brow of dumb Despair. 

Wartos. 



ON PARTING WITH MY BOOKS. 

Yb dear companions of my silent hours. 
Whose pages oft before my eyes would strew 
So many sweet and variegateid flowers — 
Dear Books, awhile, perhaps for aye, adieu ! 
The dark cloud of misfortune o'er me lowern: 
No more by winter's fire — in summer's bowers. 
My toil-worn mind shall be refresh'd by you: 
We part: sad thought! and while the aampdevooti 
Your leaves, aivd tue Nvorm slowlv eats them through, 
tMl Poverty and \t« aXXendAicA'^!!^ 
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(lasting of health, vain toil, oonoding cara, ^ 
find the world's coM neglect, which sureat ldl]i, 
Must be my bitter doom ; yet I shall bear 
(Tnmiirmiinng, for my good perchance these evila 

are. 

Hunt. 



THE SEA. 

W KI TT EN ON VISITING IT AfTER A LONG ABSENCE 

The Sim breaks through the snow-white haze 

That melts before his flowing light, 
On ocean, gilding with his blaze 

A path insuflerably bright 
Let tQose diat may, the ^"een land prize, 
'Die meads and woods of thousand dyea; 

Far nobler is the sight I see — 

The sea, the sea for me ! 

How glorious on its flashing breast, 

Unsullied in their dye. 
The heavens on the bright waters rest 

Their star'spread canopy! — 
How Love is emblem'd m the scene. 
As at the birth of his own queen : 

Grand in its vast tranquilli^ — 

The sea, the sea Sor me ! 

But when in anger tempest-driven. 

The impending billows nod. 
And tell in accents thunder-given 

The miyesty of God, — 
Tearing the solid difb apart, 
And knocking at the boldest heart: 

Who feels not his humility f 

Tlie sea, the sea finr me! 



282 YOUNG man's 

ThoBO reinless waters haughtily 

Bear their white crests along ; 
Fierce in the power of liberty, 

In their own freedom strung ^— 
Scornful they jeer at human pride, 
Strewing its wrecks upon iheur tide : 

The shore is man's, the waves ore free— 

The sea, the sea for me ! 

I was a child when first I laid 

My bosom on its (bam. 
And all my youthful years I made 

Its shores and nxrks my home ; 
I dash'd among its breakers while. 
And breathed their frt>shneKs with deligb^ 

They often soothed my misery— 

The sea, the sea for me ! 

Absence of years doth but increase 

My fondness for the deep. 
And I could wish in its embrace. 

When lile is o'er, to sleep — 
TTncoffin'd, and without a dirge, 
Flung in tlie unfiithomable surge, 

Buried in its immensity: — 

The sea, the sea for me ! 

And now I part from thee with pain. 

Nature's primeval child. 
For haply I may ne'er again 

List to thy music wild ; 
Sit on thy marge ond gaze away 
Hours on thy hoary sparkling spray, 

Dwelling upon strange thougats of tfaee^— 

The sea, the sea for me! 

Farewell ! thou wonder of the earth. 

Coeval, perhaps, with time. 
That swept, em yon bright orb had binfa. 

Thy foam o'er every d\m« 
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In darkness, ere the all-foiminff God 
Call'd from thy depths the rock and clod: — 

Earth's image oi £temity ! — 

The sea, the aea for me f 

Anon. 



THE COUNTRY GIRL. 

ON A PICTURE BY HOLMES. 

That happy gleam of vernal eyes, 
Those lo(!ks from Summer's golden skies. 

That oer thy brow are shed ; 
That check — a kindling of the mom, 
That lip— a rose-bud i'rom the thorn, 

I saw ; and Fancy sped 
Po scenes Arcadian, whispering, through soft air 
)f bliss that grows without a care ; 
)f happiness that never flies — 
low can it where love nev^r dies ? 
)f promise whispering, where no blight 
Jan reach the iimocent delight ; 
*Vliere Pity to the mind convey'd 
n pleasure is the darkest shade. 
That time, unwrinklcd grandsire, flings 
''rom his smoothly-gliding wings. 

rVhat mortal fiirm, what earthly face, 

nspired the pencil, lines to trace, 

Vnd mingle colours that could breed 

$uch rapture, nor want power to feed ? 

'or, liad thv charge been idle flowers, 

'air damsel, o'er my captive mind. 

To truth and sober reason blind, 

Mid the soft air, those long-lost bowers, 

rhat sweet illusion might have hung for hotirs! 

—Thanks to this tell-tale sheaf of corn. 

That toucbingly bespeaks thee bom. 
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life's daily tads with rtiem to share, 
Who, whedier from their lowly bed 
They rise, or rest the weary head, 
Do weigh the blessing they entreat 
From heaven, and feel what they repeat. 
While they give utterance to the prayer 
That asks for daily bread 

WOBDBWOBTH. 



THE FISHERMAN 

A PERILOUS life, and sad as life may be. 

Hath Uie lone fisher on the lonely sea. 

In the wild waters labouring, far from hcnne. 

For some bleak pittance e'er compeird to roam! 

Few friends to cheer him through his dangerous lifti 

And none to aid him in the stormy strife : 

Companion of the sea and silent air, 

The lonely fisher thus giust ever fare ; 

Without the comfort, hope — with scarce a firiend. 

He looks through life, and only sees — its end! 

Eternal ocean ! old majestic sea ! 
Ever love I fipom shore to lode on thee. 
And sometimes on thy billowy back to ride, 
And sometimes o'er tny summer breast to glide: 
But let me live on Una — where rivers run, 
Where shady trees may screen me from the sun; 
Where I may feel, ttecure^ the fragrant air; 
Where (whate'or toil or wearying pains I bear) 

Those eyes which look away tdl human ill 
May shed on me their still, sweet constant Ugfat, 
Ana the little hearts I love may, day and ni^t, 

Be found beside me safe ana clustering stiU! 

B. Cornwall. 
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THE BUGL£. 



But ■till the diosie's hollow tbro«t 
ProIooK^d the swelling bugle note. 
The owlets started from their dream. 
The eagles answer'd with their ■ercftmt 
Round and around the soandt were nut, 
Tiil eciui seemed an aaawering blast 

Lads of tk» I.MU, 



Oh! wild enchanting horn! 
Whose music up the deep and dewy air 
Swells to the clouds, and calls on Echo there. 

Till a new melody is born. 

Wake, wake again, the night 
Ii bending from her throne of beau^ down. 
With still stars burning on her azure crown. 

Intense and eloquently bright 

Night, at its pulseless noon ! 
When we far voice of waters mourns in song, 
And some tired watch-dog, lazily and long, 

Barks at the melancholy moon. 

Hark ! how it sweeps away, 
Soaring and dying on the silent sky* 
As if some sprite of sotmd went wandering by. 

With lone halloo and roundelay! 

Swell, swell in glory out! 
Thy tones come pouring on my leaping heart. 
And my stirr'd spirit hears thee with a start, 

As boyhood's old remembered shout 

Oh ! have y;e heard that peal. 
From sleeping city's moon-bathed battlements, 
0^ from the guarded field and warrior tenia. 

Like some near bieafh «tQ>s&& ^wkiMMA 
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Or have ya in the iobt 
Of KB, or Morm. or bailie, beoid il rii 
SbriUer than eagles' clnniour, to the el 

Where wing* nnd tempeali oevei 

Go, go — no olher wnuid. 
No moiic that or air or earth u bom. 
Can match the mighly tnueic of that I 

On midoi^fB laltiDmlein jHvfbua 



THE ARAB'S FAREWELL TO HI 
Mt boaotifiil! mj- beaatiful! that Kan 
With thy pioitdl]' arcli'd and gloasy net 









withal 



nount on thee again— thou 

Fret not with Ihat impatient hooE— a 

breezy wind — 
TTie Turlher thai ihou fliest now, » ftr i 
The •nangor haih thy bridle rein— Ihy 

*i«eold — 
Fleel-limby and bcautifiil! liirawell!— 

my need— ihoii 'rt lold ! 
Farewell! thoae froa untirod limln fiill 

To reach the chill and wintry aky, whic 

■tnineer'i home ; 
Some other hand, Ioh fond, muat now I 

bread prepare ; 
Tb» lilfcy nunc I bnuded once, muat 



BOOK OF POETRY. 287 

The moming sun shall dawn again, but never more 

with thee 
Shall I gallop through the desert paths, where we 

were wont to be : 
Evening shall darken on the earth; and o'er the 

sandy plain 
Some t)ther steed, with slower step, shall bear me 

home again. 

Tes, thou must go! the wild free breeze, the brilliant 

sun and sky. 
Thy master's home — ^from all of these, my exiled one 

must fly. 
Thy proud dark eye will grow less proud, thy step 

become less fleet, 
And vainly shalt thou arch thy neck, thy master's 

hand to meet. 
Only in sleep shall I behold that dark eye, glancing 

bright — 
Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and 

light: 
And Vvhen I raise my dreaming arm to check or cheer 

thy speed, 
Then must I starting wake, to feel — thou *rt so2df, my 

*Arab steed! 
Ah! rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand 

may chide, 
Till feam-wreaths he, like crested waves, along thy 

panting side : 
And the rich blood, that is in thee swells, in thy 

indignant pain, 
TQl careless eyes, which rest en thee, may count each 

started vein. 
WiU they ill use thee ? If I thought — but no, it can« 

not be — 
Thou art so swiil, yet easy curb'd ; so gentle, yet so 

firee. 
And yet, if haply when thou'rt gone, my lonely 

heart should yearn — 
Can the hand which casts thee fiom VL ttfs^^cnt&M' 

nmad thee to return? 
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Return! alat ! my Arab steed ! what dull tbf ■■•• 

terdo, 
When thou, who wert his all of joy, hast iruiidi'd 

from his view ? 
When the dim distance cheats nune eye, and tfirom^ 

the gathering tears 
Thy bright form, for a moment, Uke the fidae miillfi 

appears. 
Slowana unmounted will I roam, with weary feoCatooek 
Where with fleet step, and joyous bound, Choo oft 

hast borne me on ; 
And, silting down by that green well, I'll psuae anl 

sadly think, 
**It was here he tiow'd his glossy neck, when ]M I 

saw him drink !" 
When last I saw thee drink! — away! the ie¥BrV 

dream is o'er — 
I could not live a day, and know, that we should mMt 

no more ! 
They tempted me, my beautiful ! for hunger*! poiNr 

is strong — 
They tempted me, my beautiful ! but I ha^e h>fad 

too long. 
Who said that I had given thee up? Who laid IM 

thou wert sold ? 
Tis fiOse— 'tis false, my Arab steed! I fling dMi 

back their gold ! 
Thus, thus, I leap upon thy back, and scour the dlih 

tant plains ; 
Away ! who overtakes us now, shall daim fftsl fl 

his pains! 

Hon. Mrs. Nobvoii. 



THE CONSOLER. 

It seem*d as Nature's flame were dead !— No 
From sun or moon diffused its cheering ideam 
O'er that dark sky, at mom which seem^ so ftii; 
/I thence seem'd daxkfic tiovi. *Y\)AXDEoa^«s« 
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\Ackf and lowering, with its burthen preffi*d 

rits down, and clogged tlie lubouring broost 

ds were silent on ihc leaflefs spray ; 

M and waste the soiirn Elysium lay, 

of its floral treasure. Cankerous Want 

>rrow'B worm had kill'd Health's blooming 

>1ant : 

he fond sunflower, tiim'd no more its eye 

orient lustre flred the eoptem skv ; 

mroae. Youth, was dead, untimely dead ; 

/, Virtue, lived, but droiip'd its head ; 

ifls (that empress-rofe, whose odoro'.^s power 

jshing cups at mom's dolicious hour 

(m my senses from its emerald seats 

> of beauties, and a clotid of sweets,) 

xt its glowing gems and green attire, 

r sad eyes a nide unfiightly briar, 

»d my hand with thoriis. as near I drew, 

ept its ravish'd flowers in tears of dew. 

vas sad at soul ! — no aid was nigh, 
lent joy, no future hope! — ZVJine eye 
er in suppliant anxiois search i turn'd, 
anguish, 't was dcsitair ! — mv bneoni btim'd, 
urt was broken! .Now in Hwllca mood 
dl dark apathy I silent s'ood, 
te to marble chancre J : nttd now again 
lemory flash 'd her torch athwart my brain* 
ed it into madness. Then ^he grciiud 
E with throbbing front, and scatier'd round 
»f torn hair ; and still in frantic tone 
gled rage and pain, half shriek, half groan, 
<^ honest hearts with treachery paid, 
urad love, fidse friends, and trust betray'd, 
raed in bitter ffrief and fury vain 
linty heart ana woman's flckle brain. 

lo! as thus in maniac state I lay, 
"00 towards me wcm her easy way. 
)lemn steps she moved : her robea of vib&te 
ai nmke, though not ao daaaXVKv^Vsn.\^\x« 

19 
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Were pare as Virtue's own : and o'er lier hatd 
A cypress veil in decent guise was spread, 
Fix^ on her forehead by a sacred wreath. 
And pass'd in graceful iolds her cliin beneadi 
Inspiring awe, but awe unmix'd with fear, 
Caun was her cloudless eye : Her brow, so detr ^ 
From wrinkles, spoke (though pale) a heart wiudi 

ne'er 
Had known the withering touch of guilt or care. 
A bowl, around whoso brim the poppy reigp'd. 
In her right hand hIic bore : Her left sustam'd 
A mirror, on whose polish 'd breast were shown 
A thousand mingled shapes uf things unknown, 
Where Fancy bade tho enraptured thought unite 
All that was pure and preciuus, fair and bright 
Yet what thuse objects were, in vain mine eyes 
I strain'd to know ; fur still would mists arise. 
Which o'er the crysUd surface as they play*d 
Confounded light with light, and shade with shadfr 
Yet oh ! so beauteous shuw'd those clouded viewii 
So bright those doublf\d ibrms and blended hues, 
I *hought, while gazing on their lines obscure. 
All witnessed pomp seem'd mean, all dreams of wetIA 

seem'd poor ! 

She waved her hand; the clouds dispened!n-Hip 

true, 
The gaudy sun no dazzling lustre threw 
Athwart Heaven's vault; but that clear tranquil guy, 
Whose sober hue attends on parting day, 
Stole o'er the skies, eyeHBoothmg!-^On the dame 
With lofVy head and jport migestic came ; 
And, as she pass'd, oft crept some drooping flpiwer, 
Whose beauties bloom'd unmark'd in sun^si boficii 
Till pluck'd by her, then first perceived tfie eye, 
Its form how graceful, and how rich its d3re. 
As on she moved, Want, Sorrow, Pbin, and Care, 
Fled from her glance, and sought less sacred air. 
Soothed by her voice, inveterate Malice pour'd 
Hii arrows at Xiet licet, «iu^\no>M\fia vfrasd* 
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Deep Slumber bound the Pbanons* rtonny train ; 
No more did Slander bin, or hiss'd in vam : 
And where that Matron's hallow'd step once trod 
Envy herself with flowers oft dress'd tne sod. 

With awful hope I gazed, while near she drew, 
And from her bowl un my parch'd forehead threw 
Some opiate drops. — Oh ! then how swift mv soul 
Cast off her burthen ! Grateful languor sicie 
O'er all my frame, and soon my temples loimd 
Sleep with soft hand her wreath of popjMes bound. 
Yet ere I sank to rest — "Oh! thou/' 1 said, 
** Pain's readiest balm, and Sorrow's surest aid, 
Whuae power can every pang and care repel, 
Oh! Friend of Misery, deign thy name to tell!" — 

I paused. — ^Thc gracious smile consent reveal'd ; 
With holiest kiss mj^ wearied eyes she seal'd ; 
And while her lips inhaled my sighing breath. 
Softly she whisper'd — " Fiiend, my name is Death." 

M. G. Lewis. 



THE CONQUEROR 

There was a temple, a glorious one. 
Of the noble in death the dwelling ; 

Its gilded dome was bright in the sun, 
And its organ tones were swelling. 

A varied light through its windows stiay'd, 

All paintod in antique story ; 
And over its marble pavement play'd, 

like a gem diffusing glory 

I saw the lamb on its altar stone, 
The banner of love displajring ,* 

And heard in a deep unearthly tone. 
Who their hallow d rites were v<»'Y^'- 



Then wu a ci^. tbe braoe of ihe free, 
Where wiidom anil wil were abiding; 

The boait of the land, the queen of the » 
Whera her floeU were gaUoDlly riding. 

Tb« great and the good. Ihe (ait ind the I 
Alt all in Ihat riiy abounded ; 

She naver hail itoop'd to bow ai the slavi 
Nor bj tynuin had been iwntbunded. 






All ihal Id her heoil w 



They were bound in the dearest of eaiihl 
They loved, and in love reo uiled 

Had leam'd the bliu of iheirloi to prize. 
Ere the bud of hupe nas blighted. 

"niere rose on Ihe earth a mighty one. 
On a bloodnlyed chaiger njounled ; 

Hia arnu wen bright in the mominf aun, 
And fiune hia deeda recounted. 

In a whirlwind faty epeeding; 
With him rode Mighr. bul Want and Flu 
And Kiun and ueaAt tinx'xii&so^ 
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And he hath polluted that altar's fane, 
Like the demon ot wrath descending ; 

And they who worshipp'd shall never again 
In its marble courts be bending. 

For low they are sleeping the sleep of the tlain ; 

They are laid in death's long slumbers ; 
And that altar-stone Iiath a crimson st&in. 

From the hoart'd best blood of numben. 

And none now regard those windows high, 

Nor ga/e on that antique alory ; 
And \t» bou;itii':il, chi^iuering lustres lie 

On a pavement Wil'd uiid gory. 

That mighty one hath fbrcjed a chain 

For that city so wise and glorious ; 
Her children of freedom no more remain; 

Her woallli liath lured the victorious. 

And her boosted name is a boast no more ; 

And past w her pride of bravery ; 
And tliey who never were boimd before 

Are wearing the boiuls of slavery. 

Her walls, and her domes, and her pincely towem. 

And her fleet's imperial token, 
Are seen no more ; and in distant bowen 

The hearts of the great are bn^en. 

He has parted hence, and rapine and fire 
Have leveird that love-hailow'd dw^elling, 

And siie, who erst had her heart's desire, 
With anguish the gale is swelling. 

And she, whose tresses of raven hair 

That nuptial morn were braided. 
Is pale with the frenzy of wild despair, 

Like a drfoping lily faded. 
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And those they loved, in the field of fight. 
Are cold in the pale moon's beaming, 

Where the raven rests from its weary flight 
Its dolorous dirges screaming. 

H 



BELSHAZZAR. 

Hour of an Empire's overthrow ! 

The Princes from the feast were gon 
The Idol flame was burning low ; — 

Twas midnight upon Babylon. 

That night the feast was wild and higl 
That night was Sion's gold profaned 

The seal was set to blasphemy ; 
The last deep cup of wrath wos drai 

'Mid jeweird roof and silken pall, 
Belshazzar on his r'ouch was flung ; 

A burat of thunder fili'd the liall— 
He heard — but 't was no mortal tong 

" King of the East, the trumpet calls, 
That calls thee to a tyrant s grave ; 

A curse is on thy palace walls — 
A curse is on thy guardian wave : 

"A surge is in Euprates' bed. 
That never fiU'd its bed before ; 

A surse, that, ere the morn be rod. 
Shall load with death its haughty all 

" Behold a tide of Persian steel ! 

A torrent of tlie Median car; 
Like flame their gory banners wheel ; 

Rise, King, and arm thee for the wf 

Belshazzar gazed ; the voice was paat^ 
The lofW chamber fiU'd with gloom 

But echoea ou l\vo %\\i\«SL«sw\i\3B»t 
The ni8V\\ug ol a xtvv^vj ^w\ms. 
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fle liften'd ; all again was still ; 

He heard no duuriot's iron clan^ ; 
He heard the fonntain*8 gushing nil. 

The breeze that tlurough the roses sang. 

He slept ; in sleep viild murmurs came ; 

A Yision'd splendour fired the sky ; 
He heard Belshazzar's taunted name ; 

He heard again the Prophet cry — 

** Sleep, Sultan ! 't is thy final sleep, 

Or wake, or sleep, the guilty dies. 
The wrongs of those who watch and weep, 

Around thee and thy nation rise.*' 

He started ; 'mid the battle's yell. 

He saw the Persian rushing (m ; 
He saw the flames around him swell ; 

Thou'rt ashes! King of Babylon. , 

Crolt. « 



THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

[^HERB '8 a white stone placed upon yonder totah, 

Beneath is a soldier lying, 
[*he death-wound came amid sword and plome^ 

When banner and ball were flying. 

fet now he sleeps, the turf on his breast, 
By wet wild flowers surrounded ; • 

The church shadow fiiUs o'er his place of rest, 
Where the steps of his childhood bounded. 

liere were tears that fell fhxm manly eyes, 
"There was woman's gentle weeping, 

ind the wailing of age and.infimt cries, 
(yer the gnv where He \iet sVce^tv^. 
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He had left his home in hin smrifa pride, 
With his in'licr'H Hword and bleanng; 

lie Htood >vitli I he valiant side by side, 
His countr)''8 wrongB redressing. 

He came again, in the light of his fame, 
When the red campaien 'wan over ; 

One heart thul in uecret nad kept his name 
Was claiia'd by the soldier lover. 

Bnt the cloud of strife came up on the tky ; 

lie lefl hi» sweet liomo for battle : 
And his young child's lisp for the loud WBr<!ry, 

And the cajinon'8 long death<rottle. 

He came again, — btit an aller'd man: 
- The path of the grave was before him. 
And the smile that he wore was cold and wan, 
,.';^ For the dkuluw of death hung o*er him. 

He spoke of victory, — spoke of cheer.' — 
These are words that are vainly spoken 

To the childless mother or orphan's ear, 
Or Uie widow whose heart is broken. 

A helmet and sword are en^ved on the stcme. 

Half-hidden by yonder willow ; 
There ho sleeps, whose death in battle was won. 

But, who died on his own home-pillow ! 

Miss Landon 



THE AMERICAN EAGLE. 

Bird of the heavens! whose matchless ey« 
Alone can front the h\a7jB of day. 

And, wand'rinp; lhRmp;h the radiant sky 
Ne'er fr»>ra tU« h\\u\\^\\X \.vito% v«w?j \ 
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Whose ample wing was made to rite 

Af^icstic o'er the loftiest peak. 
On whoee diill tops the winter sJdee, 

Around thy netit, in tempests, speak. 
What ranker of the winds can dare, 
I*rund mountain kins! with thee compare; 
Or hfl liis gaudier plumes on high 
Beff>re ihy native niajeBty, 
When thou luutt ta'en thv seat alone. 
Upon thy cloud-enrirrled throne I 

Bird of the c1:f&! thy nohle fiNrm 

Mi;!ht well lie thought almost divine; 
Bom lli)r the thunder uid the stonn. 

The nior.ntain and the rock are thine; 
And there, where never foot has been^ 

Thy eyrie is sublimely hung, 
Wliere louring skies their wreth begin, ^ 

And loudest li:Ilabies are sung W 

By t!ie fierce spirit of the Mast, •.^ 

\Vhen, his snow mantle o'er him cast. 
He sweeps across the mountain top^ 
With a dark fury nauglit can stop^ 
And wings his wild uncarthlv way *>' 

Far through the clouded realms of day. 






Bird of the sun f to thee — to thee 

The earliest tints of dawn are known. 
And 'tis thy proud delight to see 

The moii'arr;h moimt his gorgeous throne ; C 

Throwing the crimson drapery by, J 

That half impedes his glorious way; 4 

And moimtinsr np the radiant sky, ^ 

E'en what he is«— the king or day! f 

Before the regent of the skies £ 

Men shrink and veil their dazded eyaa; { 

But thoa. in regal majesty, c 

Hast kingly rank as well as he ; I 

And with a steady, danntleas nn r 

Thou meet'st the tplendani qCWvImi*. * 
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Bird of Colombia ! w«ll art tboa 

An emblem of our native land ; 
With unbleneh'd front and noble brow, 

Amoiu^ the nations do(Hn'd to stand ; 
Proud, like her mighty mountain woods; 

Like her own rivers, wandering free ; 
And sending forth from hills and floods. 

The joyous shout of liberty ! 
Like thee, majestic bird! like thee. 
She stands in unbought majesty. 
With spreodmg wing, untired and strong, 
That dares a soaring far and long. 
That mounts aloft, nor looks below, 
And will not quail though tempests blow 

The admiration of the earth. 

In grand simplicity she stands ; 
like thee, the storms beheld her birth. 

And she was nursed by nigged hands; 
But, past the fierce and furious war, 

Her rising fame new gloir brings, 
For kings and nobles come UDm & 

To seek the shelter of her wings. 
And like thee, rider of the cloud, 
She mounts the heavens, serene and proud 
Great in a pure and noblo fame, 
Great in her spotless champion's nameb 
And destined m her day to be 
Mighty as Rome— more nobly free. 

My native land ! my native land ! 

To whom my thoughts will fondly turn 
For her the warmest nones expand. 

For her the heart witn fcare will yearn 
Oh] may she keep her eye, like thee, 

Proud eagle of the rooky wild, 
Fii'd on the sun of hberty. 

By rank, by faction unbeguiled ; 
Remembering still the ruffged load 
Om- venerable &then tioo. 
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When they tfaroi^ifa toil and danger prea'd. 

To gain their glonous bequeat, 

And from eacn lip Ihe caution fell 

To those who follow'd, ** Guaid it well" 

Charles West Thomson. 



THE ISLAND OF ATLANTIS. 

Oh thoa Atlantic, dark and deep, 

Thou wilderness of waves, 
Where all the tribes of earth might sleep 

In their uncrowded graves ! 

The sunbeams on thy bosom wake, 

Yet never light thy gloom ; 
The tempests buret, yet never shake 

Thy depths, thou mighty tomb ! 

Thou thing of mystery, stem and drear, 

Thy secrets who hath told ? — 
The warrior and his sword are there. 

The merchant and his gold. 

There lie their m3rriads in thy pall» 

Secure fit>m steel and storm ; 
And he, the feaster on them all. 

The canker-worm. 

Yet on this wave the mountain's brow 

Once glow'd in morning be«un ; 
And, like an arrow from the bow, 

Out sprang the stream; 

And on its bank the olive grove, 

And the peach's luxury. 
And the damask ro s e & e night-bird's ky?e— 

Perfimied the eky. 
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Where art thmi, prmid Atlantis, now f 
Where are thy bright and brave ? 

Priest, people, warrion' living flow f 
Look on Itiat >^ ave ! 

Crime deepen'd on the recreant land, 

Long gnilty, long ibi^iven; 
Th«»re power uprear'd the bloody hand. 

There scolT'd ul Heaven. 

The word sent forth — ^the word of woe-^ 
The judgment-thunders peal'd ; 

The ftery earthquake blazed below ; 
Its doom was scal'd. 

Now on its halls of ivory 
Lie giant weed and ocean slime, 

Buiying frmn man's and angel's eye 
The land of crime. 



Crolt. 



BISHOP HATTa 

The summer and the autumn had been so wet. 
That in winter the com was nt>wing vet ; 
'T was a piteous sight to see all aroiuia 
The grain lie rotting on the ground. 

Every day tlie starving poor 
Crowded around Bishop Hatto's door, 
For he had a plentiful last-year's store, 
And all the neighbourhood could tell 
II is granaries were fumish'd weU. 

At lost Bishop Ilatto appointed a day 

To (juiet the poor without delay, 

He bmie them to his great bam repair. 

And thoy should have fcod fox \Vift >»»vcv\jw tlMM. 
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Rejoiced such tidiins eoA to hear. 
The poor folk flock^ trom far and near; 
The great bam was full as it oould hold 
Of women and children, and young and old. 

Then when he saw it could hold no more, 
Bishop Hatto he made fast the door ; 
And while for mercy on Christ they call. 
He set fire to the bam and burnt them alL 

"I*&ith 'tis an excellent bonfire!*' quoth he, 
" And the country is greatly obliged to me 
For ridding it in these times forlorn 
Of rats that only consume the com." 

So then to his palace returned he, ^ 

And he sat down to supper merrily, 
And he slept that night like an innoce t man. 
But Bishop Hatto ne er slept again. 

In the morning as he enter'd the hall 
Where his ]MCture hung against the wall, 
A sweat like death all over him came. 
For the Kats hod eaten it out of the frame. 

As he look'd there came a man from his fiuin. 
He had a countenance white with alarm. 
** My Lord, I open'd your granaries this mom, 
Alia the rats had eaten all your com." 

Another came running presently, 

And he was pale as i»Ie could Ibe. 

•* Fly, my Lord Bishop, fly," quoth he, 

** Ten thousand rats are coming diis way,— 

The Lord fiHgive you for yest^ay !" 

** I '11 go to mv tower in the Rhine," replied he, 
** T is the wtett place in Germany, 
The walls are hish and the shores are steep, 
And the stream u strong vxA the >N«.\Kt ^««^ 



302 TOUN6 man's 

Biihop HaUo fearfully hasten'd away. 
And he croes'd the Rliine without delay. 
And reuch'd his tower, and barr'd with can 
All the windows, doors, and loop-holes there. 

He laid him down and closed his eyes ; 

But soon a scream made him arise, 

He started and saw two eyes of flame 

On his pillow from whence the screaming came. 

He liston*d and looked ; it was only the Cat; 
But the Bishop he pew more fearful for that, 
For she sat screaming, mad with fear, 
At the army of rats that were drawing near. 

For they have swum over the rivers so deep, 
And ihey have ciimb'd the shores so steep, 
And now by thousnnds up they crawl 
To the holes and windows in me walL 

Down on his knees the Bishop fell. 

And faster and faster his beads did he tell. 

As louder and louder drawing near 

The saw of their teeth without he could hear. 

And in at the windows and in at the door. 
And through the walls by thousands they poor. 
And down dirough the ceiling and up through the 

floor, , 
From the right and the left, from behind and befere, 
From within and without, from above and below, 
And all at once to the Bishop they go. 



They have whetted their teeth against the 
And now they pick the Bishop's bones, 
They gnaw'd the flesh from every limb. 
For they were sent to do judgment on him ! 

SOUTUET* 
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THE WELL OF OT- KEYNE. 

A Weix there is in the west countiy. 
And a clearer one never was seen ; 

There is not a wife in the west country 
But has heard of the well of St Keyne. 

An oak and an elm-tree stand beside. 

And behind does an ash-tree grow ; 
And a willow from the bank above 

Droops to the water below. 

A traveller came to the well of St. Keyne ; 

Joyfully he drew nigh, 
For from cock-crow he had been travelling. 

And there was not a cloud in the sky-. 

He drank of the water so cool and clear, 

For thirsty and hot was he, 
And he sat down upon the bank 

Under the willow-tree. 

There came a man from the neighbouring town 

At the Well to fill his pail; 
On the well-side he rested it. 

And he bade the stranger hail. 

•* Now art thou a bachelor. Stranger ? quoth he, 

« For an if thou hast a wife, 
The happiest draught thou hast drunk this day 

That ever thou didst in thy life. 

**0r has thy ^ood woman, if one thou hast, 

Ever here in Cornwall been ? 
For an if she havf , I '11 venture my life 

She has drank of the Well of St. Keyne.' 



ft 



** I have left a good woman who never waa here,' 

Tlu9 Stranger he made reply, 
^ But that my draught should be better Sot that, 

J pray you amwer me why T* 
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** St Ke3me," quoth the Coruish-man, *' many a tiiM 

Drank of this crystal tveli. 
And before the angel summoned her, 

She laid on the water a spell." 

" If the husband of this gifted well 

Shall drink before the wife, 
A happy man thenceforth is he. 

For lie shall be master for life. 

" But if the wife should drink of it HrBt* — 

Gqd help the husband then !*' 
The Stranger stoop'd to the Well of St Keyne, 

And drank of the water again. 

'* You drank of the well I warraiit*betime8 V* 

Ho to the Comish-man said : 
But the Cornish man smiled as the Stranger spake. 

And sheepishly shook his head. 

'* I hasten'd as soon as the wedding was done. 

And left my wife in the porch ; 
But i*ftith she had been wiser than me, 

For she — took a bottle to church." 

SOUTUXT. 



HISTORY. 

Thou chronicle of crimes ! I read no more ; 
For I am one who willingly would love 
His fellow-kind. O gentle Pocsxs 
Receive me ftt)m the court's nolluted scenes, 
FrtHU dungeon horrors, from tiie fields of war. 
Receive me to your haunts,^ — that I may nurse 
My nature's better feclinos, for my soul 
Sickeni at man's misdeeds ! 

I sf take, when lo ! 
Then itood before me, in her mi^jesty, 
Clio, the strong-eyed Muiie. V> v^ Viax \»ow 
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Sato a calm anger. Go, young man, she cried, 
Sixfa among myrtle-bowers, and let thy soul 
Effuse itself in strains so sorrowful sweet, 
That lovoHBick maids may weep uixm thy page, 
Pleased with delicious sorrow. On shame! uiame! 
Was it for this I waken'd thy young mind 7 
Was it for this I made thy swelling heart 
Throb at the deeds of Greece, and thy boy's e3ra 
So kindle when that glorious Spartan died ? 
Boy ! boy ! deceive me not ! — What if the tale 
Of murder'd milUons strike a cliilling pang ; 
What if Tiberius in his island stews. 
And Philip at his beads, alike inspire 
Strong anger and contempt ; hast thou not risen 
With nobler feelings, — with a deeper love 
For freedom ? Yea. if righteously thy soul 
Loathes the black history of human crimes 
And human miserv, let Uiat spirit fill 
Thy song, and it snail teach thee, boy ! to raise 
Such strains as Cato mif ht have deign*d to hear, 
As Sidney in his hall of bliss may love. 

SOUTHIT 



THE FILBERT. 

Nat, gather not that Filbert, Nicholas : 

There is a ma^ot there, — ^it is his houser— 

His castle,— oh commit not burfflary ! 

Strip him not naked, — 'tis his clothes, his shell. 

His bones, the case and armour of his life, 

And thou shalt do no murder, Nicholas ! 

It were an easy thing to crack that nut 

Or with thy crackers or thy double teeth. 

So easily may all things be destioy'd ! 

But 'txB not in the power of mortal man 

To mend the fracture of a filbert shell. 

There were two great men once amused tiiemaelyef 

Watdiing two maggots run their wringing race. 

And wBgering on fteir speed \ VMX'^Biu^&'Wi^ 
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It were no sport to see the namper'd worm 

Roll out and then draw in nis folds of fat, 

Like to some barber's leathern powder-bag 

Wherewith he feathers, frosts, or cauliflowen 

Spruce beau, or lady fair, or doctor grave. 

Enough of dangers and of enemies 

Halh Nature's wisdom for the worm ordain'd ; 

increase not thou the number ! Him the mouse* 

Gnawing with nibbling tooth the shell's defence 

May from his native tenement eject; 

Him mny the nut-liatch piercing with strong bill 

Unwittingly destroy ; or to lii« hoard 

The squirrel boar, at leisure to Iw cmrk'd. 

Man aiio hath hid dangc^rs und hiH fttea 

As this poor maggot hath ; and when I rouse 

Upon the aches, anxictipR. and ienrs. 

The maggot knows not, Niche >hi8, metliinks 

It were a happy metamori^iosis 

To be enkemeird thus ; never to hear 

Of wars, and of invasions, and of plois, 

fUnn, Jacobins, and Tax-commissioners ; 

To »el no motion but the wind (hat Hhook 

The Filber^tree, and rock'd us to our rest ; 

And in the middle of Ruch cxtjiiisito food 

To live luxurious ! The perfoction this 

Of snugness ! it were to unite at once 

Hermit retirement, Aldermanic bliss, 

And Stoic indepmdence of mankind. 

SOUTHIT 



ABSALOM'S DREAM. 

Methouoht I stood again, at dead of night, 
In that rich sepulchre,* viewing alone, 
"Hie wonders of the ulacc. My wondering eyes 
Rested upon the costly sarcophage 



* According to J(iw>phus. thn Bopulchrcs of the Kinit of 
Iirael were filled with iromcufle treasures. The riohoi loA bf 
David afe said to have exceeded 800.000,OOOL itarlinf. 
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I the midst I saw therein a feim 

/id ; not as he appears, but younf 

ly. In his lovely tinctured clieek 

ml blood look'd pure and fresh as life 

I slumber. On his blooming brow 

nd the diadem. But while I gazed, 

atom vanish'd, and my father lay there, 

now, his head and beard in silver, 

ith the pale fix'd impress of the tomb. 

nd wept. But when i thought to kiss 

I from ofi* his reverend cheek, a voice 

ipious, bold ! — and suddenly there stood 

ul and refulgent form before mo, 

the Tables of the Law. 

not, moved not, but still sternly pointed 

ommand, wliich slione so flenx'ly bright, 

mine eye-bolls. l*resenily I seem'd 

'ted to the desolate wild shore 

altites, ni^ht, and storm, and fire, 

ing me with horror. All alone 

r'd ; but where'er I tnm'd my eyes, !. 

ileak rocks, or pitchy cluuds, or closed them, 1 { 

that command. r i 



Idenly I simk do^Mi, down, methought, 
isand cubits, to a wide 
ell'd way, wall'd to the firmament 
r side, and fiird with hurrying nations; 
;, or hurried by some spell, i. 

a portentous adamantine gate, 

g ocfbro us to the empyrean. f 

Abraham sat, in reverend years 
3iou8 majesty, snatching his Seed 
devouring jaws. When I approached, 
I'd forth, Parricide ! and stretch'd no aid — 
lone, of all his children. Then, 

mes, what howling billows caught me* \ 

red ocean of consuming cities, 
pes most horrid ! all, mediought, in croniiis | 



r 
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Scorching as molten brass, and every eye 
Bloodshot with ajeronv, yet none had power 
To tear them ofif With frantic yells of joy, 
They crown'd me too, and, with the pang, I woke 

HiLLBoun. 



THE RIDDLE OF LIFE. 

CoMX, thou sage philosopher. 
Thou who never yet didst err. 
Who, with power almost divine, 
Bid'st reluctant truth be thine, 
And, unaided, canst unfold 
All this cunning earth doth hold ; 
If any praise to thee be due. 
If thou and thy report be true. 
Incline thine ear, contract thy Inrow, 
And summon all thy wisdom now ; 
And henceforth be thy name enhanced. 
Solve me this riddle, — if thou canst 

First, let thy mental vision see 

An infimt on his mother s knee ; 

Nestled in soHness, watch'd with care. 

And hush 'd by love's unconscious prayer; 

Not yet responsive to tlie smile. 

The fingers' play, or tender wile ; 

Not yet acquainted with the skicis. 

Or light even of its mother's eyes ; 

Thoughtless of heaven, though newly thence » 

Ungiiied by each finer sense. 

Imperfect, perfect Innocence. 

The bud uito a blowiom blown. 
Next view him into boyhood grown ; 
Bright golden VocVa Yu&\yco^N%^<cMrm 
fiis brave biowa i\aX o\i\:idKav« ^^ tux^ 
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Clear honour glows upon his fiu», 

An() strength about hun strives with grace ; 

Virtue is portion of his blood, 

And health instructs him to be good ; 

All nature to his heart appeals, 

And every thing he sees, he feels; 

Her scenes committed to his mind, 

A smooth transparent surfoce find, 

Nor from the brittle mirror pass ; 

So, pictures painted upon glass ; 

All things to him are as they seem ; 

We doubt, nor wonder in a dream. 

This weakness, honoured sage, forgive, 

It dies more quickly than we live. 

Behold this rich and festive hall. 

Where daylight struggles to the wall. 

Through gorgeous hanging closely drawn. 

That would, out cannot hide the dawn, 

He sits alone, — by pleasure stung, 

The empty goblet from him flung; 

A busy fever in the vein, 

A silent thrDbbing in the brain. 

Madness at work and reason slain. 

A portrait hangs above his head. 

It lives in art, but she is dead. 

Say, shall I o'er that moral dwell ? 
No, 'twere too long a tale to tell. 
Poor pleasure's chud is p&ssion's slave, 
Bound in the rosy chains she gave ; 
He too enjoys his hour ; — too late 
Comes wisaom when it comes with fiUe. 

Now mark the man of middle age. 
Virtue his foe, and scorn his gage; 
And well doth he the conflict wage. 
See him, ih conscious power secure, 
Dispeme iiyurtice to me vw«\ 
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ITear how he doetli ill by stealth, 

And from tlie neodjr draws his weaidi. 

With hand of grasping avarice, 

That gives nut once, and taketh twice ; 

Moved by a tiger soul within, 

Spotted like tlie tiger s skin. 

llear from his lips the damning lie, 

Lfing has his heart been hard, and long. 

Though I)n8e, ore *t was impell'd to wrong; 

But now a now rofinement ibund, 

Cvround into keenness, it can wound ; 

It ibclH not, but makes others feel; 

The iron is rotlned to steel. 

One scene, the Inst, is yet untold — 
This infant, boy, and man, grown old ; 
Decrepitude his w)ie defence, 
(■ray hairs that claim no reverence ; 
AH vice romcmber'd, g(X)d forgot, 
A fear to live, a dread to rot, 
A horror of he knows not what. 
So long was virtue out of call, 
Vice is become liabitual : 
Custom so stnmg of doing ill, 
Jt never asks the leave of will, 
But acts, — still shifting the wUU. 
And now 'Hme bids him to b^cme 
And not that hoary power alone; 
The dust begins her prey to crave, 
llie worm cries to him nom the grave; 
The dead accuse him from tlie tomb« — 
Tlie child rebukes him from the womb ; 
The past, the present, Uie to-oorae. 
Point to his dark and silent home. 
What refuge now i what compromise 
Will now avail ? what truth, — ^what li« f 
What huddled penitence ? — Ue diet ! 

Honour to \um v{\vo \«t^<6Vj \«m^.~ I 

His good iMixive \s vYve Vsmv cR %rv«N^\ ^ 
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Praise be to all where'er 't m due, 

The quarry leiids its nmrUe too ; 

And praise to earih, whose mother's care 

Has odrd him hence, and keeps him there. 

Now then, thou sage philosopher. 
If to the infant we recur, 
And trace him tlirough each (mward stage* 
To the long journey's end of age ; 
What by philosopHv is found. 
That reason may admit ? expound. — 
Toll me, was this iinsuUied child 
From infancy to age beguiled? 
Cozcn'd by connters falsely play'd. 
And to hifl dying hour betray'd; 
The book of virtue interleaved, 
And bv tlie gloss of vice deceived? 
Was this, or that, or what you will. 
The active cause, the impulse still? 
Say, is there some external sin, 
That works into the heart within; 
Did outward influence control. 
Or was the bias in the bowl? 

Why ponder ? thou perhaps canst show, 
More than to me was given to know ; 
Thou mavst unwind the stubborn mesh 
That holds alike the soul and flesh ; 
Thou maycst with nicest skill define, 
Wliat error is, and what design ; 
And how, whon virtues stagnant Inraod, 
Evil is formed from weaker good, 
As pctriiied by water, ivoo£ 

O fool ! thy vain philosophy. 
For heaven too low, for earth too high, 
like some dense fog that hangs between 
The orb and the eternal sheen, 
Darfcent the earth wheieoii -vi^ ^«M« 
Till Heaven the cloudy ifvoil ^vis^V 



What wisdam siirh an Aine, can teach 

Of each, or what is due to each? 

One earnest prayer— one ray of faidi. 

One mind ro all Religion saith, — 

One heart, one hope, one oonscioiui 8tay«— 

Thy lubtle folly melts away. 

For earthly thini^ is science Riven, 

Bat Heaven is still the gift of Heaven. 

Charles Whitshxad. 



SPRING BIRDS. * 

Hark to the merry gossip of the Spring — 
The sweet mystenous voice which peoples plaee 
With an Italian beauty, and does bring 
As *t were Elysium from the wilds of space 
Where'er her wing inhabits ! give it chase, 
In other bowers the fairy shouts a^n ; 
Where'er we nm it mocks our rapid race— 
SUU the same loose note in a golaen chain 
Rings through the vocal woods, and fdls with joy ths 
plain. 

HaO to thee, shouting Cuckoo ! in my youth, 
Thou wert lon^ time the Ariel of my nope, 
The marvel ora Summer ! it did soothe 
To listen to thee on snme sunny slope. 
Where the high oakn forbade an ampler scope 
Than of the blue fikies upward — and to sit 
Canopied, in the (gladdening horoscope 
Which thou my planet flung — a pleorant fit. 
Long time my hours endrar'd, my kindling Cuv 
smit. 

And thus I love thee still — thy monotony 
The self-same transport fla«hos through my fVai 
And when thy \ovce,%Yj«^^\.^^V^*'»^Hwu 
My eiger ear, I canivoil c\tf»ia»>KVi\\Jkasckft. 
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miy the worid iheae feelingi never tune! 
If ure o*er me her silver treasee spread, 

1 still wouM call thee by a lover's name, 
And deem the spirit of delight nnfled, 

Nor bear, though gray without, a heart to Nature 
dead! 

WlVFIN. 



AUTUMN WOODS. 

Ere, in the northern gale, 
The summer tresses of the trees are gone. 
The woods of Autumn, all around our vale, 

Have put their glory on. 

The mountains that enfold, 
In their wide sweep, the coloured landscape round. 
Seem groups of giant kincs, in purple ana in gold. 

That guara the endianted ground. 

I roam tiie woods that crown 
The upland, where the mingled splendoun glow, 
Where the gay company of trees look down 

On the green fields below. 

Mv steps are not alone 
In Aese oright walks ; the sweet southwest, at play, 
Flies, rustling, where the painted leaves are atrown 

Along the winding way. 

And, fiu* in heaven, the while, 
The sun, that sends that gale to wander here. 
Fours out on the fair eartn his quiet smile^ — 

The sweetest of the year. 

Where now the solemn shade, 
Verdure and gloom where many branches me«t; 
So grateful, when the noon of e.\uaao«t TBaaAib 

The valleys sick with \ieaX\ 
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Let in through all the trees 
Come the stmnffe revs; the forest depths are farigjhti 
Their sunny-coTour'a foliage, in the tweeze. 

Twinkles, like beams of light. 

The rivulet, late unseen, 
Where bickering through the shrnbs its waters mn. 
Shines with the image of its golden screen. 

And glimmerings of the sun. 

Bat 'neath yon crimaon tree 
Lover to listening maid might breathe his flame, 
Nor mark, within its mseatc canopy, 

Her blush of maiden shame. 

Oh, Autumn ! whv so soon 
Depart the hues that make thy forests glad ; 
Thy gentle wind and thy fair simnv noon. 

And leave thee wild and sad ? 

Ah ! *t were a lot too blest 
For ever in thy coloured shades to stray ! 
Amidst the kisBes of the soft southwest 

To rove and dream for aye; 

And leave the vain low strife 
That makes men mad — the tug for wealth and powes 
The passMjns and the cares that wither liib, 

And waste its litde hour. 

Brtant. 



TIIE UTTLE HAND. 

Thou wak*st, my baby boy, from sleep, 
And through its silken fringe 

lliine eye, li&e violet, ^ure uid deep, 
Gleams foTt\i \v\\\\ axwte \xu\gR. 
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With what a smile of gladness meek 

Thy radiant Ihdw is drest! 
While fondly to a mother's cheek 

Thy lip and hand are prest 

That Utile hand ! what prescient wit 

Its history may discern. 
When time its tmy bones hath knit 

With manhood's sinews stern ! 

The artist's pencil shall it guide ? 

Or spread the adventurous sail? 
Or guide the plough with rustic pride, 

And ply tlie sounding flail? 

Through music's labyrinthine maze, 

With dexterous ardoiu" rove, 
And weave those tender, tuneful la}'S 

That beauty wins from love ? 

Old Coke's or Blackstone's mighty tomb. 

With patient toil turn o'er ? 
Or trim the lamp in classic dome. 

Till midnight s watch be o'er? 

Well skill'd, the pulse of sickness press? 

Or such high honour gain, 
As o'er the pulpit raised to bless 

A pious, hstening train? 

Say, shall it find the cherish'd grasp 

Of friendship's fervour cold ? 
Or shuddering feel the envenom'd clasp 

Of treachery's serpent-fold? 

Tet oh ! may that Almighty Friend, 

From whom existence came. 
That dear and powerless hand defend 

From deeds of guilt and iJbiKEEA\ 
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Grant it to dry the tear of woe, 

Bold folly's course restrain, 
The alms of sympathy bestow. 

The righteous cause maintain ; 

Write wisdom on the wing of time* 

E'en 'mid the morn of youth. 
And with benevolence suolime. 

Dispense the light of truth. 

Discharge a just, an useful part 

Through life's uncertain maze. 
Till, coupled with an angel's heart, 

It strike the lyre of praise. 

Mrs. Sigourney. 



TEN YEARS AGO. 



, That time is paft. 
And all iti acMni joyi are now no nnore, 
And all iti dizzy raptures ! Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn, nor murmur. Other gifts 
Have followM for nich Iom, I would believe, 
Abundant recompenne. 

Wordsworth 

Ten years ago, ten years ago. 

Life was to us a fainr scene ; 
And the keen blasts of worldly woe 

Had sear'd not then its patliVay green. 
Youth and its thousand dreams were ours, 

Feelings we ne'er can know again ; 
Unwither'd hopes, unwosted powers, 

And frames luiwom by mortal pain : 
Such was tl\e brig)il atv^ 9,Qm«\.^N« 
Of life witJi u»— Aeu "som* «kiif>\ 
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Time has not blanch'd a single hair 

That clusters round thy forehead now ; 
Nor hath the cankering touch of care 

Left even one furrow on thy brow. 
Thine eyes are blue as when we met, 

In love's deep truth in earlier years ; 
Thy cheek of ruse is blooming yet, 

Though sometimes stain'd by secret tean; 
But where, oh where 's the tpirU's glow, 
That shone through al] — ten years ago? 

I too am changed — I scarce know why- 
Can feel each flagging pulse decay ; 

And youth and health, and visions high, 
Melt like a wreath oi' snow away ; 

Time cannot sure have wrought the ill; 
Though worn in this world s sick'ning strife. 

In soul and form, 1 linger still 
In the iirst summer month of life; 

Yet journey on my path below. 

Oh! how unlike ten years ago! 

But look not thus: — ^I would not give 

The wreck of hopes that thou must share. 
To bid those joyous hours revive 

When all around me seem'd so fair. 
We've wander'd on in sunny weather. 

When winds were low, and flowers in bloom. 
And hand in hand have kept together, 

And still will keep, 'mid storm and gloom; 
Endear'd by ties we could not know 
When life was young — ten years ago ! 

Has fortune frown'd ? Her frowns were vain, 

For hearts like ours she could not chill ; 
Have friends proved lalse ? Their k>ve might wane, 

But ours grew fonder, firmer stilL 
Twin barks on this world's changing wave, 

Steadfast in calms, in tempests tried ; 
In concert still our &te we 'II brave. 

Together cleave life's fit£v]\ \v\q \ 
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Nor mourn, whatever winds may blow, 
Youdi*s fint wild dreams — ten yean ago ! 

Ilave we not knelt beside his bed, 

And watch'd our first-born blossom die ? 
Hoped, till the shape of hope had fled, 

Then wept till feeling's ibimt was diy f 
Wei it not sweet in that dark hour, 

To think, 'mid mutual tears and sighs. 
Our bud had left its earthlv bower, 

And burst to bloom in I^radise ? 
What to the thought that soothed that woe 
Were heartless joys — ten years ago ! 

Yes, it it sweet, when heaven is bright. 

To share its sunny beams with Uioo ; 
But sweeter far, 'mid clouds and blight, 

To have thee near to weep with mo. 
Then dry those tears, — though suniething changed 

From what we were in earlier youth. 
Time, that hath hopes and friends estranged, 

Hath lefl us love in all its truth ; 
Sweet feelings we would not ibrego 
For life's best joys — ten years aga 

A. A. W^ATTS. 



MUSIC FROM SHORE. 

A BOUND comes on the risine breeze, 

A sweet and lovely sound ! 
Piercing the tumult of the seas 

That wildly dash around. 

From land, from sunny land it comes. 
From hills with murmuring trees, 

From paths Yjy stiW MvA\va.\kV3 \va\ttK6. — 
That tweei wouxvd ow \k«^Qii%cnA« 
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Why should its faint and passing sigh 

Thus bid my quick pulse leap? 
No part in earth's glad melody 

Is mine upon the deep. 

Yet blessing, blessing on the spot. 
Whence those rich breathings flow ! 

Kind hearts, although they know me not, 
Like mine there beat and glow. 

And blessing from the bark that roams 

O'er solitary seas, 
To those that far in happy homes 

Give sweel sounds to the breeze ! 

Mrs. Hemans. . 



THE HEAVENLY REST. 

There is an hour of peaceful rest, 
To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a tear for scjuls distress'd, 
A balm for every wounded breast — 
'T is found above — ^in heaven ! 

There is a soft, a downy bed. 

Fair as the breath of even ; 
A couch for weary mortals spread. 
Where they may rest the aching head, 

And find repose in heaven ! ' 

There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven ; 
When toes'd on life's tempestuous shoals. 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And «]] is drear but Yve«vQii\ 
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There fiuth liAa up the tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven; 
And vieu'B the tempest passing by, 
The evening shadows quickly fly. 
And all serene in heaven f 

There fragrant flowers immortal bloom. 

And joys supreme are given : 
There rays divine disperse the gloom : 
Beyond the conflnes of the tomb, 
Appears the dawn of heaven ! 

AlfON. 



THE END. 
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